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T'HE northwestern part of the West Indian 
Island, the subject of which is treated in this 
book, was early settled by the French under the 
Government of France, called Sainte Domingue, 
abbreviated to Ste. Doiningue, must be distin- 
guished from Santo Domingo, the Spanish portion 
of the island belonging to Spain. A range of moun- 
tains is the dividing line. Both geographically and 
historically they were known by the French and 
Spanish appellations — the former is to-day the 
Black Republic of Haiti. 
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Under the Darkness of the Night 



CHAPTER I 

THE SPELL OF THE FOUNTAIN 

The seductive loveliness of a tropical winter's 
evening wove its mesmeric spell upon a group of 
five young i>eople gathered together at the side of 
the fountain, upon the western terrace near by to 
the dwelling house of Francois La Haye, master 
of the plantation in the Parish of Limbe. Five 
youthful, happy hearts, blessed by the smiles of 
Fortune, whose wheel revolves slowly but surely 
for the good or ill of man. 

The clear light of a full moon streamed down 
into the waters of the fountain, into which a young 
girl with dreamy gray eyes dipped her fingers, list- 
lessly indifferent to the merry chatter of her com- 
panions. A light tap upon her shoulder aroused 
her from her reverie. 
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8 UNDEB THE DARKNESS OF NIGHT 

"Da be merry with us, Adele; you should not be 
dull on this New Year's Day; for our gifts have all 
been beautiful, and, for myself, I feel that all things 
are so bright in this world/' 

At the words of her friend, Leontine La Haye, 
Adele Dinaud turned with annoyance upon her 
countenance, but seeing the shade of anxiety in the 
soft, dark eyes of the former, a crimson hue flushed 
the rich olive of her cheeks, a half smile flitted upon 
her lips, which disappeared as Louis La Haye, son 
of the master of the plantation, spoke : 

"Adele's thoughts are of the hearts that she will 
make bow and break with her charms. The ball at 
Le Cap will be a glorious field for conquest !" 

Adele shrugged her shoulders indifferently, 
while her eldest sister, Alexine, laughed outright. 

"Not Adele," she cried; "my sister is too con- 
scientious for a coquette, altogether too indifferent. 
Really, she does not even concern herself about 
Gustave and myself." She looked up archly into 
the face of the young man standing at her side. 

"Why should I?" retorted her youngest sister. 
"I am not in love with Gustave, nor with any one 
else." She proudly raised her eyes as if to defy 
any such accusation. 
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THE SPELL OF THE FOUNTAIN 9 

"That honor was not mine/' returned Gustave 
Dessier with mock humility. "Alexine took com- 
passion on my undeserving self/' 

"Ha, ha !" laughed Alexine teasingly. "Shall I 
tell you a secret? My sister is keeping her heart for 
old Monsieur de Charritte. She will be a marquise 
at the court of La Belle France. He adores Adele, 
but she pretends to turn a deaf ear to his suit." 

"Adele is the keeper of her own heart/' again 
spoke Louis La Haye. 

Adele started as if stunned to the quick. Leon- 
tine, more familiarly called Lolo, fearful of the jest 
being carried too far at the expense of her friend, 
put her arms around the neck of the latter. 

"Come, Adele, let us try our fortime, like the 
Princess in the fairy tale, and dip our hands thrice 
into the water, while the moon will show us the face 
of the one we shall marry. For Gustave and 
Alexine, their fortune is already told — ^they are 
soon going to be married. There," pushing her 
friend near the edge of the marble basin, "you must 
be the first to make the trial." 

Adele did as she was told. Her four companions 
came closer around as she drew her hand for the 
third time from out the water. 
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10 UND£B THE DABENESS OF NIGHT 

'*What did you see?" they asked curiously, eager 
for an answer. 

''Nothing," answered the young girl, turning her 
face away. 

"Try again," encoiu*aged Lolo. 

"I will not ! I do not care to know !" Her words 
were emphatic, but they only stirred the spirit of 
mischief within the breast of x\lexine. 

"Adele fears to see the wizened face with the 
white wig of her old Marquis." 

The banter of her sister passed unnoticed by 
Adele. She was watching the movements of Lolo 
urging her cousin to court the favor of Fate. 

"The beautiful princess herself will be for Louis. 
It is his turn. What do you see?" she asked 
eagerly as he stirred the water with his hand. 

"A pure heart in which there is no guile." 

To the vision of the young man was the reflec- 
tion of the fair face of his cousin leaning over his 
shoulder, in the bloom of maidenhood, to whom the 
future was still a dream. 

"Monsieur Louis La Haye's poetry is charm- 
ing !" exclaimed Adele, hidden satire in the tone of 
her voice. "Lolo's trial may prove more fortunate 
than either of ours." 
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THE SPELL OF THE FOUNTAIN 11 

Leontine's face lit with expectant hope, and she 
took her place at the fountain to try the power of 
its spell, her fingers lingering playfully in the cool 
freshness of the basin. 

Suddenly she drew back; a shudder shook her 
little frame, her face blanched — 

"The water is black !" she cried out. 'The trees 
and flowers are tinged with red! Look, can you 
not see? It frightens me !" 

"No!" they all exclaimed with one voice; "we 
can see nothing." 

"Let me look again." Drawn as if by invisible 
force she stooped lower over the basin. "How 
absurd I It must have been the shadow of a bird, 
or the red light of the torches from the quarters 
of the slaves. How foolish I have been. Still, my 
heart feels as though it has stopped beating." She 
quickly banished all omen of evil, saying, "I will not 
spoil the New Year by a shadow." 

."It will be as bright as all the others have been," 
gravely remarked Louis. 

"An early marriage on a neighboring plantation 
will add to its brightness." Adele glanced super- 
ciliously at Alexine "and Gustave, listening in 
silence to the others. 
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12 UKDEB THE DABXNESS OF NIGHT 

"We won't forget that Adek has a chance to be 
presented at the Court of France," retorted her 
eldest sister. 

The curve on Adele's lips widened and she was 
about to answer, but was prevented by Alexine 
whose quick sight had spied the figure of an old 
man, richly attired, mounted upon a horse and fol- 
lowed by two grooms, who disappeared at the turn 
in the broad graveled avenue overshadowed by 
lofty palms. 

"There he goes, poor Monsieur de Charritte. 
He is to be pitied! How long will he have to 
wait?'' and with a wave of her hand to her sister 
she locked her arm within that of her betrothed 
and turned in the direction of the stone steps that 
led up to the dwelling. 

"Do not heed Alexine's badinage. A prince will 
also come for us some day," said Lolo quietly, as 
she twined her arm caressingly around the waist of 
her friend. The gleam of anger in the gray eyes 
of Adele distressed her. 

"Your prince may come some day, Lolo, but for 
myself," — she shook her head doubtfully, — "it — 
may — be — never. I care not for Alexine's silly 
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THE SPELL OF THE FOUNTAIN 13 

words. At times my heart tells me that the bells of 
our parish will never chime for my marriage/* 

"The fountain has bewitched us," returned Lolo 
gently. We have let it spoil our New Year's Day 
by the nonsense of its spell." 

Adele was silent. Her eyes were fixed up>0'n the 
spot to which Louis had wandered. While they 
were speaking he was severing a crimson flower 
of the cactus which rose from its bed of sharp, 
prickly leaves; then from a flowering aloe he cut 
the stock with its white blossoms, walked rapidly 
back to his companions, and held the white against 
the cheek of his cousin, then the red against the 
flushed face of Adele. 

"How pretty you both look," he cried; "though 
the cactus bears the thorn of its parent stem and 
the aloe has the mixture of gall." 

"To make the dose the more palatable, the bitter 
must be mixed with the sweet," sharply responded 
Adele. 

"Pardon me, Adele," the young man looked with 
surprise at the girl — "I meant no offense. Friends 
from childhood must not quarrel, and then it is the 
first New Year's Day that I have spent at home for 
the past three years. How often in distant France 
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14 UNBEB THE DABKNE&S OF NIGHT 

have I not sighed for a glimpse of our beautiful 
island!" 

"That you are with us again has only made us 
the happier, but we have forgotten that our parents 
are waiting for us to pledge them our best wishes 
in Uncle Francois' old Maderia.'* 

Adele's amiability restored by the graceful ac- 
knowledgment of Louis* unintentional offense, she 
readily gave him her hand as the three friends 
started to join their elders at the dwelling. 

Across the serenity of their sky as yet there was 
no sign of the gathering tempest. Children of 
Fortune, they were oblivious to all but her smiles. 
The sounds of gaiety from the quarters of the 
slaves grew less and less. Night wrapped the 
woods in gloom, while wax candles shed their light 
upon the tempting board, where sparkling Bur- 
gundy glistened in crystal glasses, and around 
which was heard the blended voices of youthful 
mierriment with those of mature age. 

Thus the old year glided into the past, a memory 
of that which had been; while the dawn of a new 
broke peacefully upon the plantation at Limbe and 
the homes of old Ste. Domingue. 
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CHAPTER II 

SHADOWS 

Northwest of the Island of Ste. Domingue lay 
that of Tortugas, from whence buccaneers crossed 
over to the mainland and made themselves masters 
of the northwestern portion of the former. By the 
wise management of Ogeron, the Governor, sent 
by France to protect her interests on the island, 
these intrepid conquerors abandoned their wild 
marauding life and became skilled agriculturists 
and good colonists. 

Emigrants from across the ocean sought the 
balmy atmosphere of a shore where Hope wooed 
many to retrieve shattered fortunes, to build for 
themselves and their descendants a future of luxu- 
rious ease and independence. 

The interest of commerce was turned towards 
the West Indies, while the progress of civilization 
brought with it the innovations of engineers and 
masons. Across rivers were thrown strong arches 
which defied the wear and tear of Time; aque- 
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16 UNDEB THE DABKNESS OF NIGHT 

ducts were built, and the dear, limpid waters of the 
mountain streams utilized for health and comfort. 

Among those who had drifted to the island with 
later settlements was Pierre La Haye, a man embit- 
tered by the reverse of fortune in his native France. 
He amassed great wealth, and died leaving a vast 
estate which by inheritance became the possession 
of Francois and of his younger brother Philippe 
La Haye. 

The dwelling house of the plantation of Limbe 
was a one^story spacious building above the ground 
floor. In an apartment upon the latter stray rays 
of sunshine peeped in through the half-opened 
jalousies of the windows and trembled and glis- 
tened for the moment upon the walls of the room. 

Philippe sat smoking near the window, looking 
towards the quarters of the slaves, from which the 
tops of the palm-thatched huts were scarce visible 
through the heavy foliage of the trees; he watched 
in silence his brother seated at a desk assorting a 
bundle of papers. Francois turned abruptly from 
his work and relit the half-smoked cigar upon the 
desk. 

"Philippe," he began, rubbing his right hand 
over his brow, "the defection of Oge, the freedman, 
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SHADOWS 17 

at the last council at St. Marks has given me great 
annoyance. The demands of his class for greater 
privileges are becoming more exacting; in fact, I 
fear that the result will cause trouble for the 
planter.*' 

"Your fear of evil result is overrated," laughed 
Philippe; "the Governor's authority and good 
judgment has settled all of that. Do you doubt 
that he will be sustained by the National Assembly 
in France?" 

"That may be true, but the Government across 
the water has at present its hands full of its own 
affairs," answered Francois, "yet to submit to such 
dictatorial terms of being compelled to have our 
slaves taken from their work in the field and drilled 
as militia is hard on us. It may be productive of 
mischief in the future. Why does not the Gov- 
ernment send over more troops to protect its own 
and our interests on the island. If the National 
Government in France is too busy with its own 
interests at home, we are able to take care of our- 
selves. The wealth and resources of our island are 
too great to be so harshly dealt with." 

Philippe threw away the butt of his cigar. There 
was earnest confidence in his words as he spoke: 
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18 UNDE:B the DABKNESS of NlQtHT 

"My dear Fran<^s, you exaggerate the outlook 
of the future. Why prognosticate evil? Are we 
not strong in the power of wealth? What have we 
to fear? To our slaves we have been just and 
merciful masters. Banish the thought !" 

"God forbid!" returned the elder brother. "I 
would not prophesy evil, still I cannot dispel en- 
tirely my uneasiness of mind." 

"And which will be dispelled when you shall have 
seen the Governor at Le Cap," laughed Philippe 
again. Then he quickly changed the subject to 
another topio — "So Louis will take another voyage 
to France with our friend the Marquis. How early 
will they embark?" 

"After the Governor's ball. Louis goes on a 
visit of interest to ourselves, but he will return to 
the island before de Charritte, who thinks of ex- 
tending his tour of pleasure for an indefinite 
period." 

Francois rose from his seat, took a decanter 
from off the table near to which his brother was 
seated, poured the contents into two wine glasses, 
one of which he offered Philippe — 

"We drink to the safe return of Louis." 

A light tap upon the outside of the door; it 
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opened slowly as the mistress of the plantation 
stepped into the room. 

"I beg pardon for disturbing you, but here is a 
note for Philippe from Josephine Dinaud. It must 
be of importance, for the messenger was told to 
deliver it without delay." Madame La Haye hand- 
ed her brother-in-law a sealed envelope, which he 
quickly opened and read the contents. 

"No trouble I hope," asked Madame La Haye 
anxiously. 

"She does not say, only wishes me to stop at her 
plantation as soon as convenient." 

"There could have been no accident on the way. 
Surely she with Adele and Alexine arrived safely 
at home," she said with a shade of anxiety in her 
voice. 

"No, no; they are all right," responded Philippe, 
"but I am not so sure of Madame's imagination, 
which, like my brother's, permits itself to agitate 
her nerves, so to ease the mind of our friend I 
will hasten on in advance of Lolo and yourselves. 
I will give orders to the grooms to saddle my 
horses and prepare for my departure." 

"Why not wait until to-morrow," said his sister- 
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20 UNDEK THE BABENESS OF NIGHT 

in-law. She was mystified by the words of Philippe 
relating to her husband. 

"No," returned Philippe lightly, "if I depart at 
once the earlier will I rejoin you at La Retraite and 
quiet Josephine's imagination by my presence;" 
saying which he rapidly left the room. 

"Francois, what does he mean?" said his wife, 
looking inquiringly into his face; "he cannot be 
speaking seriously." 

"Merely a jest," he answered. "There is never 
any serious meaning to the gravity of Philippe's 
words." 

"Ah ! then Lolo will wait and go with us to La 
Retraite in the morning. How happy shall not 
our family reunion be with Louise and the dear 
little one!" 

She linked her arm within that of her husband 
as they left the room together. 

A few hours later Philippe La Haye was whis- 
tling gayly as he rode along the bridle path to the 
right of the public road leading from Cape Frangois 
to Port-au-Prince. He slackened his pace as he 
reached the wide-spreading branches of a large 
lime tree at the entrance of the cottonwood avenue 
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that led up to the home of the mistress of the 
Dinaud Plantation. 

His approach evidently had been made known 
to the inmates of the dwelling, for as he dismounted 
and threw the bridle of his horse to one of his 
grooms the door of the house opened, and at the 
threshold appeared the rounded, plump figure of a 
woman whose forty summers rested lightly upon a 
still handsome countenance, set off by curls of 
black hair shading her brow, from beneath which a 
pair of piercing black eyes flashed with the varying 
moods of an impulsive nature. 

At her side stood her two daughters, Alexine and 
Adele, the latter in striking contrast to her mother. 

She advanced with her daughters towards Phil- 
ippe and warmly greeted their guest. 

"Thank you for coming. I wished to see you as 
soon as possible, but first of all you must refresh 
yourself after your dusty ride,*' saying which she 
turned to her daughters — "Say to Clairette that 
Monsieur Philippe has arrived.'* 

The young girls hastened to apprise the house- 
keeper of the arrival of their friend, who followed 
his hostess into the dwelling. 

After partaking of the refreshments prepared for 
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him, Philippe was led by Madame Dinaud into the 
salon. Drawing a chair she pointed to another 
beside her. 

"Be seated, Philippe, I am in need of your ad- 
vice. Last evening two communications were 
made me; first a demand from General Durier for 
fifty of my slaves for the militia service, the second 
from Morico asking that the fifty be taken from 
the slaves recently purchased and that he be allow- 
ed to go and command them. Of course with the 
first demand I shall be obliged to comply; with 
the second" — ^she stopped abruptly and asked, *'do 
you advise me to let him go?" 

"At the present time I see no reason why you 
should not. He has such control over the slaves 
that perhaps it would be better. Your assistant 
overseer will be able to discharge his duties on the 
plantation during his absence, and " 

"But," she interrupted, tapping hfer foot upon 
the floor, "it is only a fortnight since Morico re- 
turned with the other lot and in so short a while 
he is anxious to go again. I cannot understand 
this." 

"More probably he is consulting your interest. 
Has he not always been faithful in your service?" 
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"Yes," she readily answered, "but an overseer 
should not be absent so repeatedly from a planta- 
tion." The tone of her voice betrayed her uneasi- 
ness, there was a frown upon her brow. "And 
should some unseen trouble arise while he is away 
what could I do?" 

"Bah ! Josephine, let not such mischief ruminate 
in that busy brain of yours. Everything goes on 
prosperously on your plantation; no cause for un- 
easiness, and should there ever be, are not my bro- 
ther and myself ever at your service? You are the 
cousin of my deceased wife; the friendship of our 
families has been the growth of years, and the home 
of each a refuge for the other. Don't let shadows 
darken the sunshine of the lives or our children and 
ourselves. Ah! there comes one who is always 
bright." As he spoke the door opened and a child 
of three years ran into the room, jumped into the 
arms extended to catch him, and with one bound 
was seated upon the knee of his godfather. 

The frown upon the mother's countenance gave 
place to a smile upon her lips. 

"There, there," she cried, "you will suffocate 
your godfather with kisses for the pretty gold 
piece which he has given you." The little one was 
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holding up a shining coin and laughing with child- 
ish glee. 

The subject of her overseer was for the moment 
forgotten; the conversation drifted on to happier 
things in which the prospect of the ball at Le Cap 
and the early marriage of Alexine to Gustave Des- 
sier, the son of a millionaire merchant of Cape 
Francois, was discussed. 

Too absorbed in the happiness of the theme, the 
Widow Dinaud, sole executrix of a rich coffee es- 
tate, forgot all uneasiness or concern of Morico, the 
man to whom her husband on his death-bed had 
given his freedom, and who was now the manager 
in her coffee fields. 

Early the next morning Philippe La Haye bade 
adieu to his friends to join his family at La Re- 
traite, having allayed the anxiety of evil for the 
"coming events that cast their shadows before 
them.'* 
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CHAPTER III 

PAUL LEFEVRE 

Upon wide fields of coffee culture the sunlight 
lingered. From out of them came groups of field 
laborers, the? implements of their day's work slung 
over their shoulders; snatches of wild ditties float- 
ed afar to the hills, wafted across to the mountains 
beyond; strains of civilization intermingled with 
those of barbaric chant. Paul Lefevre, overseer 
of the plantation of La Retraite, watched them pass 
before him on their way to the cabins. He pushed 
back the broad hat and wiped the moisture from his 
brow, for although in mid-winter, the day had been 
warm. He was about to wend his way to his cabin 
when his steps were arrested by the voice of a child : 
"M'sieur Paul, M'sieur Paul ! Here I am !'* 
From behind a clump of trees that had hidden 
her from sight ran a little girl of six years, swinging 
a white sunbonnet in her hand, her wavy curls of 
light brown hair tinged with gold floating about 
her neck. 
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A smile, soft as a woman's, lighted the stem 
features of the man. He caught her in his arms 
and lifted her to his shoulder. The fair, flushed 
face, with its laughing blue eyes, was raised to him 
as she threw her arms caressingly around his neck. 

"Hide me quickly, M'sieur Paul! Myzette is 
coming !'* 

"Has Mam'zelle Dudu run away from her 
nurse?" 

"Yes," she whispered, nestling closer as he set- 
tled her more firmly in his hold. "IVe come for 
the pretty calabash that you promised me." 

"Well, go and find it, quick, then, before Myzette 
makes you go home," said Paul. 

"See, there she is." The child was pointing in 
the direction of the path leading into the woods, 
down which the figure of the nurse, a negro woman 
of middle age, was rapidly striding. 

Waving his hand for her to follow him, unmind- 
ful of her gesticulations, the overseer started down 
an opposite path, reaching a large palm-thatched 
cabin embowered in a grove of banana trees, in 
front of which a negro boy was idly whittling a 
stick. 

"Here, boy," Paul called to him, "go bring me 
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the monkey gourd upon the shelf in my cabin and 
some cool lemonade for Mam'zelle." 

The boy quickly obeyed and returned with the 
gourd. The overseer placed the child upon a stool 
near the door. 

"How pretty !" she cried, as he poured the lem- 
onade into the gourd. "I thank you a thousand 
times, M'sieur Paul." 

At the moment the nurse reached Paul's cabin, 
forgetful of all else save the pleasure of the moment, 
Dudu jumped up and ran to her, exclaiming : 

"There, see, isn't it pretty?" She held up the 
gourd gleefully, while the nurse shook her head 
admonishingly .at her youthful charge. 

"Don't be so ugly." The fair little face pressed 
closer to the dusky cheek of the woman, two little 
arms twined themselves about her. "Don't be so 
cross. If you won't tdl Nenaine, I'll let you drink 
out of it. See, it is so pretty!" 

"There, Mam'zelle Dudu, that will do." My- 
zette disengaged herself from the embrace of the 
child. "I'll not tell on you if you promise not to 
run away again." She then turned and droppyed 
a curtsy to the overseer. "Good-day, M'sieur Paul, 
Mam'zelle must go back to the house. You know 
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28 TJNDEB THE DABKNESS 07 NIGHT 

that there is company at the house. They will be 
asking for her. Come, Mam'zelle." She held out 
her hand, but the child caught hold of Paul's. 

"Won't M'sieur Paul go, too?" 

**I will go to the end of the road with you," he 
answered. 

Through the woods she tripped along by his side 
until they reached the hedge of logwood that led 
up to Philippe La Haye's home. 

The man stood for a few moments watching the 
little figure holding his gift in her hand, her face 
wreathed in smiles as she disappeared with her 
nurse; from his broad chest there heaved a sigh. 

*'The family from Limbe have come. All of 
them have been kind to me and to my poor sick 
wife, my poor Anne!" His rough hand brushed 
away the tears from his moistened eye. "And 
what is the Master's interest is mine also." 

He wended his way slowly to his solitary cabin, 
his thoughts full of the past, when he had first 
emigrated to Ste. Domingue with his young wife, 
to whom he had been devotedly attached, in the 
hope that the climate of the island would prolong 
a life already broken by the weakness of a delicate 
constitution. For nine years he had been the man- 
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ager of the coffee fields of the plantation of 
La Retraite, his the debt of a grateful heart to an 
employer to whom would come an hour when in 
the hidden future he would bless his Creator that 
this lone, solitary man had crossed his path. 

The plantation of La Retraite was located in the 
Parish of Plaisance, some seven miles distant from 
Limbe by the path at the base of the mountain 
gorge of Plaisance. By the public road the distance 
was greater, as the traveler was comi>elled to cross 
Las Trois Rivieres, a river formed by several 
streams of water; therefore to reach the different 
plantations the more easily a path had been cut 
through the hills. 

La Retraite was the name given to his estate 
by Philippe La Haye from the picturesque situation 
of his home upon a rising piece of ground overtop- 
ped by the near mountains. There was a large,* 
commodious dwelling of one story, the front shad- 
ed by a covered veranda which ran the whole length 
of the house. 

The terrace was reached by a flight of marble 
steps, on either side of which was placed stone urns 
in which grew long, slender ferns. There was also 
a large pool of water at the side, not far off from 
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the flight of steps, the edges made attractive by 
gorgeously colored flowers, around which brilliant 
hued butterflies fluttered to gather their sweets. 

At the western comer of the veranda sat two 
women conversing, their fingers busy with dainty 
pieces of needlework. From time to time the elder 
of the two would break out into a merry laugh, 
to which the quiet smile of the younger would give 
her assent, while her eyes would every now and 
then wander to the other end of the veranda, where 
Louis La Haye was swinging his elder cousin in a 
nammock. 

Mademoiselle Louise Lenaire, the elder woman, 
was the sister of Philippe's deceased wife, in whose 
charge his children had been placed, with the 
management of his household. Beauty of visage 
was no gift of hers, but she retained, notwithstand- 
ing the maturity of her years, the supple grace of 
the West Indian, possessing the warmth of a deep 
sympathetic nature that endeared her to both old 
a'ld young, by whom she was called Nenaine, and 
though at times a spicy sarcasm would escape her 
lips it would as quickly be followed by a merry jest 
that soothed any bitterness of feeling. Tall and 
spare of figure, her features were aquiline. A long 
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curl of black hair was held in place by a jeweled 
comb to the back of her head, while the hair was 
smoothed in bandeaux to either side of her face. 

Eugenie La Haye, wife of Franqois, was of some 
contrast to her friend. There was a quiet expres- 
sion of determination in her deeply-set eyes of 
bluish gray, her placid countenance still more 
softened by light fleecy curls caught to the back of 
a shapely head with a high tortoise-shell comb in- 
laid with gold. Hostess of the plantation at Limbe, 
she reigned with courteous dignity over her hus- 
band's home, as bespoke the highly-bred of her 
native France. 

A merry laugh from the direction of the ham- 
mock; Madame La Haye stopped si>eaking; a 
sigh escaped her lips. 

"Why that sigh?" asked Mademoiselle Lenaire. 
"Really, Eugenie, you who are the happiest of 
women should not indulge in a sigh." 

Madame put down her work as she calmly said, 
"I was thinking of Louis." 

Mademoiselle Lenaire was at once sympathetic. 

"Ah !" she spoke in a low voice, "is it imperative 
that he should go to France?" 

"So Francois thinks. But the selfishness of my 
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heart gets the better of my judgment, for it is in 
the interest of his father and that of my own that he 
goes." The calmness of her friend's voice reassured 
Mademoiselle Lenaire as her friend leaned forward 
and confidentially whispered to her, "The visit is 
also for the transferring of my godmother's prop- 
erty in France to myself." 

"When does he return?" 

"In two months," she answered, turning her gaze 
towards the entrance of the avenue. "Whom have 
we here?" she asked. 

"Ah! it is the new teacher of dancing. He is a 
master of his profession, one who is likely to find 
favor with every one." 

Mademoiselle Lenaire rose from her seat. "We 
are to criticise the gavotte which Mr. Redingotte 
is going to teach Lolo and Louis for the Governor's 
ball." 

Lolo had also caught sight of the middle-aged 
man making his way up the avenue. She jumped 
quickly from the hammock and gave her hand to 
her cousin, saying : 

"Come, we will learn our dance and outshine all 
others at the ball." 
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"Yess," he murmured softly, "you will be the 
fairest of the fair, queen of all hearts !" 

"Queen of all hearts!" she laughed merrily. 
"How lovely r 

The rippling laughter of free-hearted maiden- 
hood greeted the ear of the master of dancing as 
he alighted from his pony and gave the bridle to the 
groom patiently awaiting his coming. 

Monsieur Redingotte was dressed in a long, flat- 
skirted black coat, knee breeches finished off with 
silver buckles, and black silk stockings were drawn 
tightly over his thin legs. He held his three-cor- 
nered hat behind his back as he ascended the steps 
with the pomposity of one who was to impress his 
pupils with the importance of an art in which the 
Graces reigned supreme. At that moment Dudu, 
followed by her nurse, ran forward from behind the 
western side of the veranda; as she caught sight of 
the little man she stopped, and turning to her nurse 
made a face. 

Myzette, irreproachable in her stiff -starched, gay 
colored calico, the Madras handkerchief folded 
upon her head in pyramidical shape, the ends tied 
to the front, standing out like the wings of a but- 
terfly, shook her head gravely at the child. 
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"Make a curtsy, Mam'zdle Dudu. For shame! 
what will Mouche Philippe say?" 

The child hesitated, then came forward slowly 
and dropped a curtsy as she took the extended 
hand of Monsieur Redingotte, and shyly said to 
him: 

"I'd like to dance round-and-round, but I don't 
like to step-and-step." 

"Ah!" said the little man, in whose heart the 
child had struck a soft chord, "Mademoiselle Dudu 
must first step-and-step then she can run and catch 
the butterflies." 

"The butterflies, they are so pretty. I will catch 
them for you, M'sieur." Dudu shook her curly 
head with anticipated delight as they both entered 
the house. 

The strains of dancing music from the bow of 
Jean Paul, the dusky fiddler, never seemed to be 
more harmoniously attuned as the child's steps 
tripped to the measure of the dance. Having 
watched the movements of her sister and her cousin 
Louis with childish glee, she suddenly remembered 
her promised reward, and drew Myzette quickly 
from the room, but not before the nurse had re- 
minded her of the curtsy of etiquette due her elders. 
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Tired from the chase of butterflies, the child 
settled down into the lap of Myzette, who gave her 
sweetmeats to eat and lulled her to sleep with a 
story of the wicked ogre who carried away naughty 
little girls, and the good St. Michael, the patron 
of the parish, who brought good children sweets. 

Thus childhood, youth, and age reveled in the 
security of Fortune's favor, although in one heart 
there had been the one discordant note of regret — 
a parting, to be soothed by the brightness of a 
happy reunion. 
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CHAPTER IV 

SEED WELL SOWN 

The foliage of the trees was dripping with dew 
from the mist that had covered the plain and was 
dissipating above the tops of the mountains. Al- 
ready the voices of laborers were heard in the fields, 
for the bustle of day had begun with the early 
mom. 

"Hurry up, Jacque!" The words were impa- 
tiently spoken by a freedwoman of color, who was 
walking rapidly and had turned to look around 
at her son, a boy of twelve years of age, who was 
picking up pebbles on the road to pitch up into the 
trees, to the dismay of the birds. 

"Come, hurry up, I say!" she called again to 
the laggard, who appeared not to be at all heedful 
of her command as he stooped to pick up the 
victims of his mimic warfare. 

"See, Ma Zeline!" he cried, stuffing the birds 
into the pocket of his trousers; "what a nice fricas- 
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see for our dinner," and he smacked his lip^s in anti- 
cipation of the repast. 

"Let the birds alone and hurry on, boy; I must 
see the mistress Josephine at once." 

"Didn't Morico tell you that you couldn't have 
the mules?" 

"That's true, but then the mistress is so good 
to every one, even to those who are not of her own 
color. Morico does not like Colombe and myself; 
he will not oblige us because we have never been 
slaves like himself." 

She tossed hier head proudly, while her small 
black eyes snapped with no feeling of good-will 
towards the man of whom she spoke. 

Jacques thrust his hands into the pockets of his 
trousers and mechanically followed his mother, 
with the fricassee of birds before his mind. 

Inmiediately to the rear of the Dinaud family 
dwelling were the quarters of the household ser- 
vants. Here the mother and son were greeted by 
exclamations of "Good-day, Zeline! Good-day, 
Jacques !" from the men and women who were busy 
about their daily avocations. 

Jacques joined the grooms currying the horses, 
while Zeline Latour hastened towards the porch 
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at the back of the house where Clairette, the house- 
keeper, was giving- orders to her subordinates. 

*'Good-day, Clairette!" she called out; "can the 
mistress be seen?" 

"Is that you, Zeline? What is the matter? Is 
Colombe worse? Here, I have just mixed a fresh 
salve; you can have it for his leg." 

"Thank you, my husband's leg is better. I have 
a great favor to ask of Madame. We are in trouble, 
and the mistress is the only one who can help us." 

"Poor Zeline ! I am sorry that you are in trouble 
again," said Clairette, giving vent to her sympathy 
in the broad dialect of the Island. "Rose" — she 
spoke to a young negress who was standing at her 
side — "go tell Madame that Zeline is here and 
wishes to see her." Bidding the woman to make 
herself comfortable while she waited her mistress' 
answer, Clairette passed to the other side of the 
house to busy herself about her numerous duties. 

Rose quickly returned, beckoned Zeline to follow 
her, and led the way to the presence of the mistress 
of the plantation. 

The woman smoothed the folds of her dress 
carefully, drew the kerchief closer around her 



Digitized 



by Google 



SEED WELL SOWH 89 

shoulders, adjusting to more advantage the string 
of gold beads encircling her neck. 

"I am glad to see you, Zeline, I hope that your 
husband is no worse," said the Widow Dinaud as 
the former entered her presence. "You have not 
your cheerful look; what can the matter be?" 

Zeline dropped a curtsy. "Thank you, Madame, 
your kindness to Colombe has been so great that 
he is able to sit up again, but" — she hesitated — 
"there will be great trouble for us if we can't get 
assistance. Our fifteen mules have all been down 
with the epidemic; five have died and the others 
seem ready to go the same way. The seed has been 
put into the ground, but we haven't been able to 
borrow or hire any mules to work the farm. 
Colombe is so distressed that he begged me to 
come to you. I tried the Chavard Plantation, but 
they say they have none to spare." 

"Have you seen Morico?" asked Madame Di- 
naud. 

"Yes, Mistress," answered Zeline; "he won't let 
me have any." 

"Refused you!" exclaimed the mistress, aston- 
ished. "I do not understand this. Why could he 
not let you have the mules, if only a few? Strange," 
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she muttered to herself, "he made no mention of 
this to me." She remained silent a moment while 
the woman awaited her answer, then spoke as one 
whom it would not be well to thwart : *'Go home, 
Zeline, and to-morrow morning you shall have 
what you ask for." She turned to Rose, who ap- 
peared at the door, "Send word to Morico" — she 
commanded — "tell him that I must see him. at 
once !" 

A sigh of relief escaped the lips of the freed- 
woman as she stooped to kiss the hem of Madame 
Dinaud's elegant morning robe of moussdine and 
lace, and her eyes were dimmed with tears'. 

"A thousand thanks, Madame. God will bless 
you for your goodness to the afflicted!" and with 
a low curtsy, endeavoring to control her emotion, 
Zeline left the room. 

An hour had elapsed when the overseer presented 
himself before his mistress. 

Morico was not above the average height of 
mien of his race. A thickly set figure with a 
slight stoop in the shoulders, straight-cut features, 
a swarthy complexion, that marked the mixture of 
race, and eyes in which there was a furtive expres- 




Digitized 



by Google 



SEED WELL SOWN 41 

sion that passed unnoticed by the obsequiousness 
of his address to bis superiors. 

Raised above the ordinary of his race by tnps 
across thei ocean to France as body-servant to 
Monsieur Dinaud, there slumbered within his 
breast an ambition, while like the lion he lay harm- 
less in the lair; and seeming devoted to the interest 
of his master's family, the germ of a seed was 
ripening for the full bursting of an opportune hour. 

He at once discerned the frown upon the face 
of Madame Dinaud and intuitively felt that there 
was something amiss by the experience of her 
haughty nature, and from some words that the 
household servants had dropped of Zeline's pres- 
ence at the plantation, he was prepared to meet 
her displeasure and to disarm all doubt of his good 
faith. 

Unmindful of the cloud that darkened her coun- 
tenance with the flash of angry light in her eye, he 
mimicked the deferential address of his betters, and 
hat in hand awaited at a respectful distance her 
commands. 

"Why did you refuse Zeline the mules?" she 
angrily asked. 
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"The Mistress had not given me orders to do 
so/' he submissively answered, besides " 

"Why was I not consulted, then, before you re- 
fused Zeline her request?" she interrupted excit- 
edly. 

"I was looking to the interest of the Mistress/' 

"You should have known better; you are well 
aware that I never let the afflicted go without 
help." 

"But then. Mistress, the mules might have taken 
the epidemic and the loss would have been to 
yourself." The words of the confidential overseer 
were so chosen as to produce diversion to the anger 
of his mistress. 

"That may be true, Morico," she said reflectively, 
"but bear in mind for the future that I am to be 
consulted before you give any one an answer to 
that which concerns myself. And remember, also, 
that I am mistress here, and that neither overseer, 
though he has been made a freedman, nor any one 
else must dare answer for me." 

From the snaky eyes of the overseer there flashed 
a momentary menace, so quickly subdued by the 
deceit of his nature that it escaped the notice of 
Josephine Dinaud. 
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"Forgive me/' he humbly answered; "forgive 
me, Mistress; I promise that it shall not happen 
again. Is it not to the Master and Mistress that I 
owe the great blessing of freedom?'' 

"You can go then, Morico, but do not forget 
that before sunrise to-morrow ten of my best mules 
must be sent to the Latour farm." 

"As the Mistress wishes." 

Morico humbly withdrew from the presence of 
the mistress of the plantation. As he passed 
through the dwelling an expression of hatred stole 
over his countenance as he muttered between his 
teeth in the suggestiveness of the Creole dialect 
of the Island : 

"The Present for the Mistress — the Future for 
Morico." 
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CHAPTER V 

MARKET OF LA PLACE CLUGNY 

In the year 1791 the town of Cape Francois, 
abbreviated to Le Cap, was the principal port of 
the Island of Ste. Domingue for foreign export. 
The streets led down to the level of the water of a 
beautiful bay, upon whose bosom was reflected the 
shadow of the mountain lifting its lofty top above 
the town. Ordinarily it harbored about otie hun- 
dred and seventy vessels riding at anchor, while 
some of them loaded or deposited cargoes whose 
valuation swelled the coffers of its merchant 
princes. 

The streets were cut at right angles, north to 
south, east to west; the houses were built of rock 
and maisonry, roofed with tiles from Normandy, 
or those of native wood, more prized for their dur- 
ability. Upon the wharves, alive with the bustle 
of commercial life, strong, dusky forms rolled great 
casks of sugar and lifted weighty sacks of coffee 
from the heaped up piles to be weighed for ship^ 
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\ 
ment. Wide awnings were stretched in front of the 
stores to shade the lounger from the hot beams of 
the tropical sun glistening upon the waters of the 
bay. 

Cape Francois had been built on a break formed 
by the projection of two sides of the mountain into 
the sea, and from the town could be seen patches 
of fresh green pasturage of the Guinea grass, culti- 
vated upon the sides of the mountain as fodder for 
the horses. 

The Market of La Place Clugny was at some 
distance from the wharves, to which the produce 
from the adjacent farms and plantations of the 
Plain-du-Nord, or northern part of the island, was 
brought. It was enclosed by a wall, and each en- 
trance guarded by an inspector of police. Rows of 
large fig trees shaded the four walks of the market 
with their wide-spreading branches. The eastern 
part was apportioned to the venders of fruit, vege- 
tables, and herbs, who were mostly negro women, 
their heads turbaned with gay checked Madras 
handkerchiefs, the pride of the West Indian ne- 
gress. At the south side were the venders of beef, 
mutton, and pork, busily brushing away the fli^ 
from swarming upon the extreme cleanliness of 
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their stalls. The sellers of live poultry occupied the 
western portion; back of these negro men sold 
grain, cassava root, Guinea and Scotch glasses, and 
on feast or special days, in the centre of the market 
near to the gjeat fountain, field cultivators piled 
mounds of luscious fruit, beside which were dis- 
played gourds and calabashes carved in grotesque 
shapes. 

Visages black, the light and dark shades of tan, 
mingling with those of Caucasian type moved 
amidst the crowd of venders, and buyers chatting 
pleasantly with a neighbor, or raising their voices 
in high pitched tones for the exchange of barter. 

Three men stood together a little aside in the 
walk at no distance from the centre of the market 
square, hidden from view of the passerby by the 
thickly clustered leaves of the branches of a large 
fig tree. They had been talking for some moments 
in low tones when they were joined by a black of 
bulky figure and sullen countenance; he wore a 
shirt of dark blue check, and breeches of the same 
color and material, that scarce covered his naked 
limbs. Around his head was tied a red bandanna 
handkerchief, which adornment showed that he was 
a field hand. As he drew near to them one of the 
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three men was speaking, while his snaky eyes roved 
around restlessly. 

"Don't go on so fast, Castor, or some of the 
inspectors will hear you." 

His words made the black more anxious to hear 
the cause of their excitement. 

Two nights previous a slight disturbance had 
occurred in front of the theatre by the ejection of 
a man of color from within its walls. A freedman 
somewhat under the effects of liquor had refused to 
go up to the second tier of boxes assigned to freed- 
men, both colored and black. He tried to force an 
entrance to that part of the building occupied by 
the merchants and planters, using abusive language 
against the Governor. He was arrested and 
sentenced to pay a heavy fine, with imprisonment in 
the Cachot, for disrespect to the Government. 

"I am not talking too fast," answered Castor 
excitedly. "Hasn't the King across the water sent 
to tell us that we are as good as the white man. 
But the cursed masters don't care. Look how they 
treated Isador." 

"What for?" asked the black. 

"Didn't you hear?" exclaimed Castor, aston- 
ished. 
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"How should he?" said the man with the snaky 
eyes. "Christophers just come to town. How 
would he know?" he added in a tone of superiority, 
which the black did not seemi to relish. 

"Look here, Morico," he retorted, "you're no( 
free so long yourself. I won't be with you if yoi 
speak in that way." 

"Don't get mad for nothing, Christophe," 
quickly returned Morico, realizing that he had 
struck the wrong chord; at the same time he gave 
him a familiar slap upon the shoulder. "Why, 
what's the matter with you, good comrade?" 

"Well," answered Christophe, not entirely con- 
vinced by the words of the former, "I'll tell you 
one thing, if the black man is not good enough 
for the mulatto he'll go* his own way and the 
mulatto can take care of himself." 

"Bah, bah !" returned the overseer of the Dinaud 
Plantation, desirous of conciliating the other; 
"what could we do without you? You know you 
are as good as what I am." 

A grunt of approval from the black, he turned 
his attention to the second of his companions, who 
gave him the particulars of the disturbance at the 
theatre. As the man finished his recital Christophe 
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criefl out, his surly caimtenance fiendish in his 
expression : 

"Now is the time, Morico, to give the signal !" 

"Hush, don't speak so loud — not yet — ^we ain't 
ready; are we, Jean Francois?" appealing to the 
third man, who had not yet spoken, all the while 
giving his approval to the others by nods of his 
he^. 

"Wait" — he spoke authoritatively — "our turn 
will soon come. Don't be fools, or we'll be caught, 
then there'll be no more chance for us." 

At that moment the black turned his face 
towards the fountain in the centre of the market 
square, and started as he caught sight of the stem 
features of Paul Lefevre standing with one hand 
resting upK>n one of its Ionic pillars. 

He turned quickly to his companions, and in the 
tone of his voice there was fear : 

"There's Mouche Paul waiting for me — I must 

"Yes, you'd better, the cursed overseer of La 
Retraite must not see you talking with me. He'll 
suspect something. How I hate him!" 

Morico gritted his teeth with a look of hatred 
towards Lefevre, muttering meledictions upK>n him 
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to Jean Francois and Castor, while the black glided 
st^thily in and out from behind the trees, issuing 
out from the opposite side of the walk facing the 
centre of the square. 

As he saw him approach Paul made a gesture of 
angry impatience — 

"Where have you been Christophe? I've waited 
for you this last half hour. Have you done what 
you were told to do?" 

"Yes, Mouche Paul," sullenly answered Chris- 
tophe. 

"Look here!" commanded the overseer, "bring 
the wagon and mules at six o'clock this evening; 
meet me at the big tamarind tree just behind the 
cemetery of La Fossette. Now off, and be quick 
about my orders." 

Christophe, shuffling along, left the overseer, 
who remained a while longer, chatting with ac- 
quaintances who passed along the walk where he 
stood. 

The sun had crossed the meridian, the hour for 
the closing of the market place. Venders were tak- 
ing off their portable effects and the hum of voices 
grew less and less distinct. 

Lefevre turned into the walk leading to the north 
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entrance and his ear caught the sound of voices and 
words which were spoken by a voice, well known 
to himself : 

"Meet me to-day two weeks at the cave l?ack of 
the Sorceress' hut, at midnight." . , 

Three men of color suddenly emerged from be- 
hind a clump of trees in front of him-; they walked 
at a rapid pace toward the entrace, their backs to 
him. The words were more deeply impressed ufKDn 
his mind from his having recognized in one of them 
the familiar stoop in the shoulder of the confidential 
overseer of the Dinaud Plantation. 

"What brings that sneaking fellow, Morico, to 
La Place Clugny," he muttered to himself. "He 
was said to be drilling with the militia. I don't 
like the man ; he is a snake in the grass. What were 
the words?" He repeated them over slowly to 
himself as though to make their impression the 
stronger in his mind. "I'll not forget them." Then 
his thoughts turned to affairs which directly were 
of his own concern. "Let Qiristophe keep me 
waiting this evening, it will be the worse for him. 
He is sullen and rebellious. Last year he gave me 
trouble at the coffee-house. Mam'zelle Lolo was 
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passing by and saved him from punishment. He's 
not to be trusted." 

Lefevre quickened his steps, and gained the Rue 
Vaudreuil; he then turned towards the seaport port 
of the town and disappeared into one of the com- 
mercial houses. 
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CHAPTER VI 

A LONG FAREWELL 

It was the night of the Governor's ball. A blaze 
of light streamed through the windows of the 
Theatre of Le Cap, over the hills upon which lay 
the suburbs of the West Indian metropolis. Within 
its walls was assembled the elegance and wealth of 
the island, the joyousness of youthful hearts^finding 
response in those of mature age, over whom a cur- 
tain, other than that of mimic life, was slowly 
falling. A little off from the great door of the front 
entrance to the building which had been thrown 
open for the admission of the Governor's guests, 
and which looked towards La Place Montmarcher, 
stood a young breveted colonel of the French 
Army. 

He was conversing with a man some years his 
senior. He stopped abruptly, his gaze riveted upon 
the smiling countenance of Leontine La Haye as 
she passed into the theatre leaning upon the arm of 
her father, followed by the members of her uncle's 
household with those from the Dinaud Plantation. 
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Her dark eyes beamed with happiness; her cos- 
tume of soft white lace over a jupon of white cling- 
ing silk showed to advantage the outlines of her 
graceful figure — ^to the eye of the young man a 
vision of radiant loveliness. 

"Who is she?" he eagerly asked his companion. 

"The eldest daughter of Philippe La Haye, the 
wealthiest coffee planter in the i^arish of Plai- 
sance," retiuned his friend, amused by the eager 
tone of the younger man. 

"A friend of my uncle, the Governor, of whom 
I have heard him speak. And who may the other 
fair damsels be?" he added, glancing indifferently 
at Alexine and Adele. 

"Daughters of the rich Widow Dinaud. Look 
the Governor has spied them; it is whispered that 
your uncle has an eye upon the charming widow 
herself." Pierre Lasselle stroked the long mus- 
tache which hid the supercilious smile upon his lips. 

"Your cotmtrywomen are truly charming," 
spoke Raoul de Grammont, still looking in the 
direction of Leontine; "but she is the fairest of 
them all." 

"So Paris has found his Helen," laughed Las- 
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selle. "Take care, my young friend, your heart has 
surrendered befoire the siege has begun." The 
supercilious smile broadened upon his lips. 

The imdisguised satire of Lassdle's words told 
upon de Grammont. A little nettled, he replied : 

"It is better, Lasselle, to enjoy the brightness of 
a radiant vision than to dispel it at once with doubt 
and distrust." 

"The blindness of youth!" muttered the other 
between his teeth, as if he himself had fdt the prick 
of a wound not entirely healed. "No offense was 
meant, I assure you, de Grammont; only a friendly 
warning against the witchery of my fair country- 
women. Don't be angry, I was but jesting." 

"Then let the jest remain a jest," quickly 
responded Raoul, the frown dispelled from his 
countenance. "Come," he quickly added, "we will 
join the Governor and share at least some of the 
smiles and sweet words bestowed upon him." 

Taking Lasselle's arm they sauntered slowly in 
the direction of the centre of the theatre, where 
stood the Governor surrounded by his friends. 

Strains of music floated upon the air over the 
hills beyond, as elegant dames and be-wigged cava- 
liers stepped to the mazes of the stately minuet. 
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Bright-eyed maidens flashed the brilliancy of their 
orbs, making willing captives of hearts responsive 
to their charms, while Cupid wove his mesh of love 
around those of Raoul de Grammont and Leontine 
La Haye. 

A dream of first love that bound two hearts for 
weal or woe, bright with the illusiveness of Hope's 
promises as the link of mutual affection became 
more and more strengthened by the repeated visits 
of the young man to the plantation of La Retraite. 

While love played havoc with the hearts of 
others, for Adele Dinaud his spell was fruitless of 
inspiration. She had been wearied by the atten- 
tions of her aged suitor the Marquis de Charritte, 
and dismissed the old man at every opportune mo- 
ment that presented itself, with a sigh in her heart 
as she watched the expression of Louis La Haye's 
face fixed intently upon that of his fair cousin that 
gave the knell to her winning his love. 

The night drifted into the wee hours of the mom 
as the gaiety and brilliancy of revel sank into gloom 
and left the stars in the canopy of the heavens to 
keep the vigil of good and evil. 

In an apartment overlooking the garden of Au- 
guste Le Grand's house, a millionaire mierchant of 
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Cape Frangois, sat a middle-aged woman. Her 
piercing black eyes still retained the fire of youth, 
and in them an expression of admiration as she 
glanced from one to the other of the three youthful 
faces seated around her. Xante Julie was the wife 
of the merchant, and the confidential friend of the 
young folks, from whom they were always sure of a 
warm welcome. 

"Your first ball, my dears. To see how much 
you have all enjoyed it recalls the days of my youth 
and the pleasure that the first ball that I attended 
gave me. "She turned her eyes to Adele, upon 
whose face there was a frown. "I fear that one of 
my nieces has already repented having declined 
the brilliant offer of Monsieur de Charritte's hand." 

"No, indeed," sharply answered Adele, the gray- 
ness of her eyes deepening. "There can be no 
repentance in sending away so old a lover," giving 
Alexine a knowing look, which was returned with a 
satirical curl of her lip. 

"But, my dear," persisted Tante Julie, "he pos- 
sesses that which blinds youth and gives favor to 
age. A marquis with large estates on our island, 
a dua^eau in France, and, greater still, a heavy 
purse of gold, with a prominent place at Court. 
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In some cases the adoration of an old lover is 
greater than the ardor of a young one." 

"To lose the honor of being presented at Court !" 
exclaimed the sister, highly amused at the jest. 
"Think of all that you are losing, Adele!" 

"An honor to which I do not aspire," retorted 
Adele. "I will marry only the man I love, or not 
at all." She rose from her seat and walked to the 
window, and opened the jalousies a little, as if the 
air of the room was too close. 

"Adele is too tragic for the comedy," laughed 
Alexine. "I would not marry the old moo myself; 
but how amusing to have him at your feet, his sighs 
and grimaces, his hand upon his heart — ^all thrown 
in with his gold." 

"You are silly," said Lolo, annoyed by Alexine^s 
teasing of her friend Adele. "A man's heart, old 
or young, is no toy to amuse oneself with." 

Alexine, unable to resist her propensity for teas- 
ing, shrugged her shoulders indifferently: 

"At Monsieur de Charritte's age his heart must 
be so punctured with Love's darts that it can no 
longer have feeling." 

Tante Julie looked anxiously towards Ad^e, 
whose face was flushed with restrained excitement. 
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"I fear that our jesting has been taken too seri- 
ously by Adele. Come here, my dear," she called 
to the young girl; "we will talk of something pleas- 
anter." 

Alexine, who had repented the impulsiveness of 
her nature, went forward and threw her arm around 
her sister's neck. She whispered : 

"There, Adele, don't be cross; Louis' departure 
for France to-morrow has quite upset all of us; for 
his mother's sake do let us be gay. Tell us some- 
thing cheerful, dear Tante Julie," addressing her 
mother's aunt. She then turned to Lolo, kissed her 
lightly on the cheek, saying, "I want every one to 
feel as happy as myself." 

Lolo drew Adele to the seat beside her, while the 
old lady entertained her friends with reminiscences 
of her own youth. 

Close on to the midnight hour Madame La Haye 
talked with her son, for it was the eve of his de- 
parture for La Belle France. While the mother 
could scarce suppress the anxiety of her heart, in 
days to be remembered there would often arise his 
secret confidence to her of his love for Lolo, his 
handsome countenance beaming with the hope of a 
future happiness with his dearly beloved cousin. 
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Early on the morrow the merchantman Zephyre 
spread her sails and passed out of the Bay of Cape 
Frangois into the boundless expanse of the ocean. 
Upon her deck stood two men, the younger bear- 
ing unconsciously with him the heart of the woman 
for whom neither the wealth nor position could 
win for the elder one. 

Ere they were all to meet again the bright scenes 
would shift and the happy, peaceful days would 
pass into the darkness of the night. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE INN AT LIMBE 

"Melanie, Melanin! My good Melanie!" 

Answering to this call, th^ figure of a tall, spare 
woman appeared at the main entrance of a long, 
low wooden building, half inn, half hostelry, that 
stood upon the great public road directly facing the 
cross roads between Limbe and Plaisance and other 
adjacent parishes. 

Here could be hired coaches at sixty francs per 
day, saddle horses at half the price — and when An- 
toine Pierrot's good nature bubbled up with the 
best of intentions to his kind at large; that is to say, 
when his wife, his good Mdanie, did not vent her 
spleen of quick temper upon him, there was no 
more genial companion than thie host of the inn 
of the village in the Parish of Limbe. 

Towards the close of day, when the hours of 
labor were over, a golden streak tipping the peak 
of La Porte that towered above the chain of moun- 
tains, flooding them with the lingering rays of the 
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sun sinking below the horizon, with the gloom of 
the shadows creeping into the ravine of the Grande 
Boucan, this genial host could be found seated 
upon the wooden bench shaded by two high cocoa- 
nut palms at the side of the inn, as he discussed with 
his village friends the state of the crops, the social 
gossip of the neighborhood, or some stray bit of 
political news gleaned from some passing traveler. 

"Well," said his wife, in a tone of voice that 
plainly showied displeasure at being disturbed from 
a piece of needlework that she was trying to have 
ready for the feast day of the Cure Martin, the 
Parish priest, "what's the matter now?" 

"Jean Requieres hcls just gone; he told me that 
old Botin was taken veiry badly this morning, and 
I am going to see what I can do for him," he an- 
swered. 

"That's the way, Pierrot. Why can't Ce&arine's 
husband take care of his own father? A neighbor's 
duty is a very good thing, but it's very inconvenient 
sometimes." As she was speaking she raised her 
eyes to^K^ards the skies, then in the direction of the 
mountain peak to the west." Look there, Pierrot, 
don't you see that cloud over La Porte? It's going 
to rain; there's going to be a storm. You'd better 
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Stay at home, or I will have to be nursing you for 
another cold." 

"But, my good woman," he remonstrated, "I 
am well enough. It's not only neighborly, but it's 
the duty we owe our daughter." 

"Our daughter !" she exclaimed. "Why she's as 
good at tisanes as myself! Haven't I as a good 
mother taught it to her? She can look out for her 
father-in-law, you can stay at home !" 

"That's so," he answered, with mild resignation. 

Pierrot knew the weak points of his wife, and the 
assumption of that virtue was of frequent occur- 
rence according as the occasion presented itself. 
He came closer to her, took the tan visage between 
his broad, fat hands, and kissed her on both cheeks. 

"You're always right, my good woman. Has 
Jean brought the fish?" 

This question claimed a more important diver- 
sion to his wife's mind, for it concerned the domes- 
tic department, and Ma'am Pierrot's great pride 
over her neighbors was her superior knowledge of 
gastronomy. 

"I don't know." She raised her voice two pitches 
higher, "Fleurette, Fleurette! Where's that lazy 
Fleurette?" 
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Her shrill tone attracted the attention of a negro 
who was clearing a patch of brushwood at no dis- 
tance oflf; he disappeared quickly to the rear of the 
inn, when a well-developed young negress came 
slowly forward. 

**What's the matter with you that you can't 
hear!" exclaimed Ma'am Pierrot angrily; "been 
asleep again? Here, take this !" and she gave the 
girl a box upon the ear. "That'll teach you to wake 
up when you're called." 

The girl winced under the tingling smart of the 
blow, and raised the end of her apron to her eyes. 

"Stop your sniffling, you good for nothing ! Has 
Jean come?" 

"No, Maitresse," answered the girl, trying to 
dry her tears; "he ain't come." 

"Go tell Renette," ordered her mistress, "to 
make a banane-en-daube, and a nice salade with 
plenty of oil." 

The girl hastened away to get out of the presence 
of her mistress as quickly as ix)ssible. 

"If Jean don't come soon," said Ma'am Pierrot 
turning to her husband, "the storm will catch him, 
he'll drown if he tries to cross the river, and then 
there'll be a hundred livres out of my pocket." 
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Pierrot, who had stood silently listening, grasped 
the situation to carry out his own wishes. 

"I'll go, my good wife, and look for Jean my- 
self." 

"Well, if you will go,'' said Ma'am Pierrot, in a 
more complacent tone, her interest now at stake, 
"you'd better go at once." 

His wife went into the house and brought out 
a thickly-knotted stick, a cape, and a holster. 

"Tiens, take this pistol, it's getting dark. You 
might meet a marron* on the road. I'll send 
Theodore and Oscar to follow you with the lan- 
terns and cords, in case of necessity. Here's a bot- 
tle for old Botin, and kiss Cesarine and her little 
boy for me. Don't stop long, for there'll be a 
storm soon." 

In all such natures as Melanie Pierrot's- the iras- 
cibility of temper often hides the warm beats of the 
human heart beneath. She watched her husband 
until he disappeared behind several of the twenty 
palm-thatched cottages of the village, and her eyes 
rested awhile upon the spire of the little church, 
whose gilded cross shone amidst the foliage of the 



♦Marron.— A fugitive slave. 
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trees, where the kind hearted Cure Martin was say- 
ing his breviary. 

"Men will be men," she mumbled to herself. 
"It's no use saying no, they'll have their own way 
anyhow." Her conjugal meditations were brought 
to a stop, for there at the entrance of the by-path 
leading in the direction of the kitchen was old Jean 
trudging along, a huge mullet hanging out of the 
basket upon his arm, and his fisherman's rod and 
tackle slung over his shoulder. A smile of satisfac- 
tion crossed her countenance. She lingered awhile 
longer until she saw that the cloud had nearly en- 
veloped the mountain peak of La Porte; the wind 
had risen, and large droi>s of rain pattered upon the 
broad leaves of the tropical foliage, so the mistress 
of the inn went into the house to give orders to pre- 
pare against the coming storm, confident that her 
husband, whose wisdom her anxiety now compelled 
her to admit, would seek safe shelter from the 
inclemency of the weather. 

And now the sky was completely overcast; the 
blades of grass were stirred by the wind that swept 
down the sides of the mountain with terrific force. 

The shrill whistle of the tempest's voice carried 
destruction along its course; the growl of the thun- 
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der echoed with vibratory roar in the recesses of 
the caverns, and in the depths of the ravines, rolling 
along the ridges of the gorges, it lighted up with 
the vivid flashes of lightning this weird picture of 
gloom, as with a loud crash some lord of the forest, 
a mighty palm, cottonwood, or mahogany was 
rooted from out of the earth and hurled to the 
ground. That which a moment before had reared 
its lofty head so proudly above those of weaker 
growth was cast down in the fulness of majesty to 
the abjectiveness of ruin. Heavy gusts of wind 
whirled and swirled from east to west, north to 
south, playing havoc in its madness, sweeping on- 
ward, laying low all that opposed its march. 

The rain poured in torrents; driven hither, driven 
thither, swelling the mountain streams that rushed 
Over the rocks, the cascades of a moment turned 
into a seething torrent that threatened the inundar 
tion of Les Trois Rivieres, so disastrous to the fields 
of cultivation. 

Having spent its force the fury of the elements 
subsided, the stars peeped out from a clear sky, and 
a calm settled upon this pandemonium of Nature. 
Thus it is with the West Indian hurricane. A 
moment of unrestrained madness followed as 
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quickly by the calm of despair over the evil work 
of its power. 

The mistress of the inn had sought the little 
apartment that served as sitting-room, and at the 
same time for special uses of her culinary depart- 
ment. Upon the hearth of the chimney that had 
been built on the outside of the inn — so rarely 
found in the dwellings of tropical countries — two 
or three small pieces of dried wood were burning. 

"Fleurette/' ordered Ma'am Pierrot, "fill the 
bouillotte with water and put it in the chimney 
place; your master must have a nice hot drink when 
he gets home." 

The girl did as she was bid, took down from oflf 
the narrow shelf above the chimney the bouillotte, 
a small metal vessel with a covered lid — ^half bowl, 
half pitcher — shaped at the neck, which she filled 
with water from the bucket set upon the table in 
the comer of the room, and placed it in the chimney 
place near the burning wood. Fleurette was 
trembling from cowardice of the thimder; she put 
her hands to her ears to deafen the sound that to 
her ignorant mind appeared as an evil spirit. 

"Now light the candle, Fleurette," again ordered 
Ma'am Pierrot. "You lazy dog, blow harder!" 
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The girl in vain tried to ignite the flame by blowing 
on a piece of splinter with her trembling lii>s. 
"Here, take this!" another box from the hand of 
her mistress and the girl retreated to the other end 
of the room, where probably she would have been 
followed by her mistress had not a negro woman 
of mature years come quickly into the room. 

"I will light the candle, Maitresse." She stooped 
and picked up a brand from out the fire, lit the 
candle, and placed it upon the table. 

"She's too lazy, Renette; she'll be whipped to- 
morrow !" Ma'am Pierrot shook her fist at the girl 
crouching in the comer. 

"I beg pardon for Fleurette, Maitresse," pleaded 
Renette; "she ain't wdl." 

"Hush! mind your own business," was the 
response she received; so knowing her mistress' 
temperament better than Ma'am Pierrot herself, 
Renette went into the adjoining apartment, where 
she smoothed and folded a coverlet of bright chintz 
that lay upon the bed. A showy pattern of green 
and red flowered border was entwined around a 
farmyard scene, whereon strutted proudly a red 
turkey cock amidst a brood of chickens who were 
being fed by an unseen hand. 
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A loud crash! The fall of a heavy body that 
shook the dwelling and caused the mistress to start 
from her chair. 

"What was that?" she cried out. 

Renette ran into the room : 

"Bad luck! Bad luck, Maitresse! The cotton- 
silk tree is down." 

"What a misfortune!" exclaimed Ma'am Pierrot. 
"Poor Pierrot! He will be so sorry, his father 
planted it here when he married his mother." 

The good Melanie, having given vent to some 
slight sympathy for her amiable spouse, settled her- 
self again into her seat and was' soon in the sleep 
of the just, while the water in the bouillotte began 
to bubble, heedless of either the reveries of Melanie 
Pierrot or the snorings in which relaxed nature 
indulges. 

"Wake up, my good woman! Here's a guest 
for the night!" Pierrot shook his wife gently by 
the shoulder. 

"What's it?" she started from her chair rubbing 
her eyes. "Bah ! It's only you, Pierrot." 

"No, my good Melanie; it's a distinguished 
traveler; he's the Governor's nephew. Wake up! 
He wants lodging for the night." 
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His wife caught the word "governor." Imagin- 
ing herself already in the presence of His Excel- 
lency, she called to Fleurette to get her from out 
of the chest of drawers her finely-frilled muslin cap, 
and divested herself of a piece of muslin that she 
wore turban fashion wrapped around her head for 
ordinary wear. 

The sight of the bountifully-provided supper 
table with the appvetizing dishes of freshly-fried fish, 
salads, and plantains cooked in various ways was 
a welcome sight to Colonel Raoul de Grammont. 
He had been chilled by the damp air, and exposed 
to the fury of the storm by the falling of a heavy 
limb of a tree across the axletree of the coach in 
which he had traveled from Le Cap. The accident 
occurred within a mile of the village, as they passed 
over the stone bridge of Les Trois; the horses, 
aflfrighted, broke the traces, and dashed oflf into the 
darkness, leaving himself, the coachman, and his 
assistant to make their way as best they could to 
the village. The first cottage that they reached 
was that of Cesarine, where they found Antoine 
Pierrot, the host of the inn, comfortably seated 
smoking his pipe, in happy obliviousness to every- 
thing, even to the image of his uncertain-tempered 
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Spouse; save the presence of his daughter, upon 
whom he always looked as the same little girl that 
had so often climbed on his knee. 

Colonel de Grammont was on his way to La 
Retraite, and it was at this inn of the parish of 
Limbe that he expected to procure horses to con- 
tinue his journey to Plaisance. 

His saddlebags had been rescued from the dis- 
abled coach, and he puffed his cigar with an occa- 
sional glass from a pitcher containing a hot mixture 
of rum, lemon and sugar set upon the table at his 
side, while Ma'am Pierrot sat with her arms folded, 
self-conscious of the dignity of the honor done 
them by his distinguished presence, with an occa- 
sional glance of pride at her husband, who con- 
versed with the Governor's nephew, and which 
would be retailed by herself at no late day for the 
edification of her sister gossips. 

A silent nod of the head from time to time fK>r- 
trayed her marked approbation as she sat with an 
attempt at mimicking the easy address of the ladies 
of the neighboring habitations, which did not fail 
to make her awkwardness the more perceptible. 

"So the insolent freedman was punished for his 
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impertinence to the Governor, did you say, 
Mouche?" spoke Pierrot. 

"Yes," answered Colonel de Grammont, "I 
doubt if any such attempt will be made again. 
Their representation in the assemblies is a conces- 
sion that has been wrested from the National Gov- 
ernment by the Society at Paris of *les amis des 
noirs.' I do not think it was so much for social 
equality, but because they are possessed of con- 
siderable property." 

"The Government may mean well, Mouche le 
Colonel, but the masters of the plantations will 
fight against it." 

"I am convinced myself," replied Colonel de 
Grammont, "from what I have seen and heard dur- 
ing the six months that I have been upon the 
island, that it is a decree that will never work well 
and will meet with great resistance." 

"You may well speak so, Mouche," and Pierrot 
nodded his head. "The La Haye brothers alone 
will never consent to sit with a freedman in the 
Council of the Assemblies." 

The name of the brothers La Haye recalled to 
de Grammont the object of his journey. 

"Tell me, my good man," he said, changing the 
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conversation," would it be an impossibility to reach 
La Retraite to-night?" 

'*Yes, Mouche," answered the genial host of the 
inn, "most dangerous, I assure you, for even by 
daylight after such a storm one would have to pick 
his way, for the i>aths must be strewn with limbs 
and branches of the trees." 

"What is the distance between the plantations of 
La Retraite and Limbe?" asked Colonel de Gram- 
mont as he drank off another glass of the hot decoc- 
tion. 

"Only ten miles, through the mountain cut" — 
Pierrot was now ready for a little gossip. "The 
elder brother's plantation is a little over five miles 
from here; you cross a quarter of a mile higher up 
on the public road, and strike the path through the 
cut at the foot of the mountain on the side of Plai- 
sance that leads to La Retraite; it passes the Plan- 
tation Dinaud, within a mile or two to the west of 
the parish of Alcul. There's going to be a marriage 
at the Widow's, they say; Mam'zelle Alexine to a 
rich merchant at Le Cap. She ain't as pretty as 
either Mam'zelle Adele or Mam'zelle Lolo.' 

Colonel de Grammont brusquely rose from his 
chair, abruptly cutting Pierrot off in a conversa- 
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( 
tion that was drifting to the discussion of his friends 
by a man of the middle class. Besides which, the 
constant bobbing of Ma'am Pierrot's head in silent 
acquiescence of all that he said had become annoy- 
ing; the low homage of the wide-frilled cap upon 
the woman's head seemed to be constantly chcUig- 
ing its position, and there was a doubt in de Gram- 
mont's mind whether or not the hostess of the inn 
was under^ spell of bewitchment. 

"Monsieur will have my horses saddled at an 
early hour in the morning, with a trusty guide to 
accompany me to La Retraite," said de Gram- 
mont as he retired for the night. 

Pierrot, with his white cambric night cap, was 
tucked comfortably in bed. Ma'am Pierrot broke 
off a piece of casse, a long, dried bean that enclosed 
a black substance like liquorice, put it into a cup, 
and poured the contents of the bouillotte upon it. 
She administered the tisane to her husband as a 
preventive of cold. He fell into a profound sleep 
with the sound of his good Melanie's voice ringing 
in his ear, expatiating on the charms of the Gov- 
ernor's handsome nephew, and deploring, at the 
same time, as a soothing draught for sleep, the fate 
of the cotton-silk tree. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

CONSPIRACY 

A LAPSE of four months had taken place when in 
the market place of La Place Clugny Paul 
Lefevre's ear had caught the parting words of 
Morico to his companions. 

He had not forgotten the words of the Widow 
Dinaud's confidential overseer, but he dared make 
no communication of suspicion to his employer 
without positive proof, for he knew too well how 
unsuspicious was the nature of Philippe La Haye. 
Had he seen Christophe in their company he prob- 
ably would have suspected some voodoo gathering, 
for which the penalty was severe; but for Morico 
and Castor, who differed from the ordinary of their 
race, being more subtle and less easy of detection, 
he feared — he knew not what 

Several hours before midnight, two weeks from 
the night, as said by Morico, Lefevre noiselessly 
locked his cabin door and stole forth in the night, 
and crept stealthily along by an unfrequented path 
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through the brushwood, that had almost over- 
grown the trail, towards the large cave at the Sor- 
ceress' hut 

Four miles distant from where he started he 
reached a spot where the crevices in the rock gave 
a good view by daylight of the interior of the 
cavern. Behind this place he lay concealed, hidden 
by the long, spreading branches of a tree covering 
the spot, upon whose huge trunk was a network of 
parasitical vines that dropping from* the limbs 
above to within a few feet of the ground formed 
a green drapery of Nature's own fashioning. 

He listened breathlessly, as minute after minute 
passed into the hours; but neither sound of advanc- 
ing nor retreating footsteps disturbed the stillness 
of the night. He put his eye to a hole; not the 
faintest, dimmest ray of a torch was reflected upon 
the surface of the pool within, nor glancing against 
the stalactites, pendant from the roof, standing 
weirdly from out the gloom of the shadows in 
which they were wrapped, as though the Spirit of 
Darkness jealously guarded the evil of its secret 
chamber. 

Outside, the firmament was studded with stars 
that mocked at him with their cold, clear, twinkling 
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light. The cracking of a twig caused him to start, 
and he grasped the pistol in the holster, but there 
was no occasion for its use. He was chilled by the 
damp air. In the morning there had been a heavy 
fall of rain, and in some places the earth was still 
soaked with water. He watched and waited, and 
as the morning star appeared in the east he arose, 
and made his way towards his cabin, concluding 
that either he had been duped or that his ears had 
deceived him. 

The question presented itself again and again 
to his mind as he threw himself upon his couch for 
an hour's rest before he would be called to super- 
intend the labor in the fields. 

Lefevre had been outwitted, but not intention- 
ally by either Morico or his companions. The dis- 
appointment had been as great to the one as to the 
other; on the day previous Morico had been sent 
on a mission to Port-au-Prince of some importance 
in the interest of the Plantation Dinaud, which in- 
volved an absence of a fortnight, that delayed the 
meeting, but in nowise prevented its ultimate 
accomplishment. 

Three miles from Les Trois Rivieres, where after 
crossing the arched stone bridge, not far off from 
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the dividing line of the parishes of Limbe and Plai- 
sance, by the side of the shallow stream, a little 
higher up in the recess of the mountain, stood an 
old hut. Its condition was dilapidated, and it bore 
the same impress of age as the figure of the old 
negress who was bending over a small fire, built a 
few yards from the door of the hut, while she drew 
some plantains from a heap of live coals and ashes 
to see if they were pverfectly roasted. With a 
wooden spoon in her hand she stirred the contents 
of the pot that hung over the fire. 

The summers and winters that had passed over 
her, of which no record had ever been taken, had 
left their blight, for the wool of her head had turned 
white, giving an uncanny contrast to the wrinkled 
visage beneath. Every now and then she tasted the 
broth into which she dipped the spoon, mumbling 
incoherent words to herself . 

Upon a wooden table outside of the hut was a 
pone of bread, made of the cassava root, with a col- 
lection of herbs, and other roots that had been dry- 
ing in the noonday sun. 

The sunshine of an April day had been clouded 
towards evening by drifting masses of fleecy vapor 
that portended a shower before the dawn of 
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another. The leaves on the trees were scarcely 
stirred; all of which seemed not to affect the old 
woman, who, after stirring the broth again, took a 
wooden bowl from the table, which she filled with 
the mixture out of the pot, and began eating it with 
evident relish. 

"So good, so good ! Ha, ha !" she set the bowl 
down upon the ground in front of her. She put her 
long bony fingers up to her chin and rested her 
elbows upon her knees as some vague idea took 
possession of her mind to which she gave utter- 
ance: 

"What for Christophe want to know his fortune 
last night? He couldn't come to-night. He's gone 
to meet somebody. Meet who? Old Canna'U 
know! She'll find out! Ha, ha!" She counted 
her skinny fingers as she said : "One, two, three, 
four grains of cafe in the calabash — something's 
good for Christophe. He's bad ! What's he going 
to do that old Canna can't know. Give him 
gri-gri?* What he want cha'm for?" She stooped 
to the ashes, picked out a plantain, ate it, muttering 
agcdn the while: 

"He ben! I'll find out! I'll find out!" She 
covered the fire over with the ashes, went into the 



♦Gri-gri— An African charm. 
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hut, and reappeared with a piece of red rag tied 
over her head and a long, twisted stick in her hand. 
She planted the stick strongly into the earth with 
each step that she took. Her long strides soon 
brought her in the vicinity of the cave where 
Lefevre had kept his night's vigil. 

She stopped, disconcerted, as the overseer had 
been, and peered into the gloom of the woods. At 
last the sound of footsteps, gliding as stealthily as 
the tiger that seeks its unmindful prey, put her on 
the alert. Her sense of hearing had been quickened 
by nightly wanderings through the forests; she sud- 
denly crouched low behind a clump of bushes as the 
two dusky figures, followed by a third, passed the 
spot where she was hidden. The old woman 
chuckled to herself : 

"Not here. The nigger can't fool me, it's the 
cave where we danced, and danced at the last fete. 
Canna'U go, too!" 

The light of a dozen torches threw a red glare 
over the dusky visages of about twenty-five men, 
whose bare legs, hatless heads, and dress showed 
that they were the class of those who did the labor 
of the fields, within a cave whose entrance was 
covered by a piece of old India matting. Eight or 
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ten others whose tan-colored complexion maxie the 
contrast still more striking, moved among the dif- 
ferent groups. They were talking with abated 
breath as they pointed their fists in different direc- 
tions, and their gesticulations were wild. One of 
them, who appeared to be their ringleader, was 
Jean Frangois, the man who was to create conster- 
nation in the Plaine-du-Nord by marching at the 
head of a force of slaves upon Cape Francois. 

Morico and Castor moved in and out of the 
crowd dropping here and there words that incited 
to still greater degree the rage smouldering within 
the breasts of the others. 

"Now, camarades,'' spoke Jean Frangois, the dia- 
bolical expression of his countenance reflected in 
those of his companions, "the time is soon coming 
when we'll give the signal, and we'll be the mas- 
ters !" He lowered his voice almost to a whisper 
as he said some other words that roused their pas- 
sions to a still greater degree, while at the same 
time he was cunningly trying to repress it for a 
more favorable occasion. 

Boukman, a slave of the Ducasse Plantation, in- 
terrupted him : 

"Yes," he said, "let's crush 'em all, the cursed 
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masters! Let's bum the plantations; we'll be free ! 
Give us plenty of tafia to drink !" 

"Yes, it's time we are free, no more masters!" 
cried another. "Make way with the gran' 
Mouches ! Take all the gold !" 

"Now's the time for the signals !" cried another. 

There was a sudden rush towards the entrance 
which Jean Francjois endeavored to stop. Arms 
were lifted high, torches raised higher, showing 
forth the terrible force of human passion in its sud- 
denness of outburst, when it was as quickly checked 
by the cracked, shrill voice of a woman as she raised 
the matting and presented herself before them : 

"Here's Canna, old Canna!" she shook her stick 
in the air as she whirled around, shouting : "Take 
care Macanda! Take care Macanda!" 

Old Canna had invoked a name that in the ignor- 
ance of thieir superstitious mind spellbound them'. 
Their arms fell to their sides and they stood mute 
before her. 

Macanda'was a term for bewitchment or magic. 
Doubtless its derivation was from that of Macandal, 
a fugitive slave, who a number of years before had 
exerted a powerful influence upon the people of the 
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island through the ag-ency of supposed magical 
power. 

For a long time he evaded the efforts of the 
authorities to capture him, but he was at last be- 
trayed by one of his own color while indulging in 
his favorite vice of gambling; he was made intoxi- 
cated with strong tafia, was captured, and paid the 
penalty of his numerous crimes at the stake. He 
failed, however, to fulfil his promise to his followers 
of transforming himself into an insect in order to 
baffle justice. 

"Who's going to touch you. Mam Canna?" 
spoke Morico, sliding up to the side of the woman. 

"You can't touch me, not you!" she cried; "I'll 
turn into a fly! Ha, ha, ha!" A sardonic grin 
overspread the thin, wrinkled visage, as she spied 
Castor, standing a little apart from the others, the 
demoniac face of Christophe peering at her over the 
latter's shoulder. Her eyes seemed aflame as she 
glared at Christophe: 

"Why didn't you tell old Canna where you was 
going, Christophe? You can fool the grand 
Mouche, but you can't fool me! You can't fool 
old Canna! Curse the masters! Curse the mas- 
ters!" She struck her stick heavily upon the 
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ground that re-echoed into the deep recesses of 
the cave. She caught hold of the arm of Chris- 
tophe, and tried to drag him around in the frenzy 
that seemed to be now possessing her, screaming 
out: 

"Christophe'U be king! I'll be queen! Eh, 
Christophe? Then we'll dance and dance — and 
sing, sing — eat, eat — drink plenty tafia! Come 
with Canna, old Canna!" 

She whirled herself three times around, when she 
was stopped by the voice of Jean Fran9ois, who, 
fearful that the wild harangue of the old woman 
would cause a too sudden outbreak that would be 
disastrous to their plans, besides, jealous of her 
prophecy of a future dignity for Christophe, ex- 
claimed : 

"We're not ready yet. Mam Canna! Do you 
want the masters to* kill us all? Then you won't 
dance, you won't sing, you won't eat, and you 
won't get tafia !" 

"Non, non," she grumbled, her excitement 
somewhat subsided by the interference of Jean 
Francois. 

"Come, now; don't get mad. Mam Canna," said 
Morico; "be quiet or we can't give the signal." 
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"It's time to go now !*' said Jean Frangois, break- 
ing up the meeting. "We'll kill the one that tells 
on us! The masters must not know anything!" 
and he hurled a volley of curses and maledictions 
upon the owners of the plantations. 

The torches were extinguished, the matting was 
pulled down from before the entrance of the cave, 
and one by one the conspirators stole out into the 
night, distancing the length of miles between the 
cave and themselves; wending their way to the dif- 
ferent plantations to sleep over the plotting of evil, 
to harbor within their bosoms the kindred fires of 
hatred and malice, while the victims of their fury 
lay peacefully sleeping, happily unconscious of the 
doom of the future. 

The last to leave the cave had been old Canna 
and Christophe. The excited words of the old 
negress had taken hold of his mind as he struck 
into the path that led to La Retraite. 

"You'll be the grand Mouche, Christophe; never 
the mulatre! The black man will be the master!" 

The rain drops pattered upon the broad leaves 
of the tropical foliage, the soft light of dawn with 
its streaks of roseate hue was hidden beneath heavy 
clouds — Nature unburdening herself for the sor- 
rows of humankind. 
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DREAMS 

. Gray clouds interlaced with a band of crimson 
hue lined the horizon, the light of dawn broke 
through sombre masses that had drifted into the 
cleared sky of the night previous on which Raoul 
de Grammont had rested at the inn at Limbe. The 
leaden-colored mist, that for a while had hidden the 
sun, dissipated a few hours later; a stream of light 
flooded the valley and glinted the cross of the 
parish church with its brightness. 

The young man bade adieu to Antoine Pierrot 
with an impatient heart as he sprung into the sad- 
dle, and hurriedly responded to the *'bon voyage!" 
of the host of the inn, who had impressed no small 
amount of caution upon the guides for the safe 
conduct of the nephew of His Excellency the Gov- 
ernor. Ma'am Pierrot, who was conceaJed behind 
the dimity curtain of her bedroom window, fol- 
lowed with eyes of admiration the departure of the 
young man until the mules of the escort and his 
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horse had disappeared around the eastern side of 
the wooden church. 

Luckily for his own personal comfort, de Gram- 
mont was spared another vision of the approving 
nods of the good Melanie's head, that unadorned 
at that hour of the morning with the lace-frilled cap 
would have presented a still more grotesque ap- 
pearance surmounted by the head handkerchief 
that had taken its place. 

The destruction caused by the storm of the night 
previous was more plainly visible by daylight. The 
road was strewn with the limbs and branches of 
trees, and more than once they were compelled to 
go around the body of some large tree that had 
fallen across the road, not only obstructing it, but 
impeding the progress of their journey. The 
negroes led his horse and their mules cautiously 
over the swollen mountain stream, urging them on 
as they stoppled short, or stumbled against the 
rocks which were lost to sight in the torrent of the 
waters. Near the edge of the Grande Ravine the 
horse of Colonel de Grammont slipped upon a 
mound of wet leaves, and had it not been for the 
timely warning of the negro Oscar, one of the 
guides, who quickly caught the bridle and jerked 
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the animal backward, would have been hurled over 
the precipice. This recalled Raoul from thoughts 
in which the expectancy of meeting with Leontine 
again had made him^ oblivious of any possible 
danger that might beset his way. He reached the 
plantation of Philipi)e La Haye safely, passing the 
coffee fields a little before noon, where the laborers 
were resting and eating their noonday meal be- 
neath the shade of the trees. 

A proposal for the hand of Philippe La Haye's 
daughter had been made two months previous, 
through His Excellency the Governor, in behalf 
of his nephew Raoul de Grammont. The answer 
had not been as quickly given as Raoul had wished. 
On so great a matter that was to sway the future 
life of his eldest child there were many considera- 
tions for the father's mind before even consulting 
the wishes of his daughter. He therefore rode over 
alone to the plantation at Limbe to consult with 
Francois and Madame La Haye upon this impor- 
tant subject — the future happiness of his daughter. 
They both listened with grave earnestness to this 
communication, intensified by a feeling of pain that 
filled the mother's heart for that which might prove 
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a blow to the happiness of her son. She suppressed 
her emotion, saying : 

"If there be no objection to Colonel de Gram- 
mont's position, or otherwise, let Leontine decide 
for herself. She is old enough to know her own 
heart, her happiness is ours; where the heart is not 
given, marriage is but a soulless union." 

Was there a lingering hope in the mother's heart 
that the girl's decision would not be favorable to 
the suit of de Grammont, that later could be in- 
fluenced in favor of her son, or was it her deep 
aflFection for the happiness of her niece that would 
overrule all else? 

Mademoiselle Lenaire had been a strong ally of 
de Grammont's from the first. The tinge of 
romance had still a hold upon her fancy which per- 
haps brought back to her some remembrance of 
the past that had vanished with the years. 

Philippe consented to the betrothal of the two 
young people on condition that the young man 
should lay aside the sword of the soldier for the 
easier life of the planter. His daughter would be 
handsomely endowed with a fine estate adjoining 
his own, which was then on the market for sale. 

It was the close of an evening two weeks follow- 
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ing the arrival of Raoul de Grammont at La Re- 
traite, and at the lapse of four months since the 
night of the Governor's ball. 

At the top of the first flight of steps leading to 
the terrace were seated Leontine and her betrothed, 
under the discreet chaperonage of Mademoiselle 
Lenaire, who, according to the rules of propriety in 
the days when decorum was so rigidly observed, 
sat with her younger niece at a little distance off 
upon the veranda, with Dudu's curly head resting 
against her knee. The child's face was raised in 
wrapt attention to her aunt, while the latter 
touched the strings of a guitar, as she accompanied 
herself to the twenty verses of a ditty about a little 
shepherd who had nearly died of love for his little 
shepherdess. 

"Sing, sing more!" cried the child at the conclu- 
sion of one of the verses. "Please do sing, I won't 
cry!" 

"Why should you cry, Dudu?" said Nenaine. 
"Because the little shepherd after all only ran away 
with his little shepherdess?" 

"Just like Monsieur Raoul will do with Lolo!" 
cried the child, and before Mademoiselle Lenaire 
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CQuld stay her impailsive little niece, Dudu ran and 
caught her sister around the neck, exclaiming : 

"Please don't run away with Lolo, Monsieur 
Raoul?" 

"Who is going to carry off Mademoiselle?" 
asked the young man, amused at the vehemence 
of the little girl. 

"You are !" she answered, clasping her sister still 
tighter around the neck. 

"Why should I take her away from you, Petite?" 

"Because I heard you say to Lolo, *je t'aime! je 
t'aime!'* that is what the little shepherd told his 
little love!" 

"Dudu!" called Mademoiselle Lenaire, with ill- 
concealed amusement at the strange turn that the 
ditty of the little shepherd and the little shepherdess 
had taken, "come, I will sing you another song." 

This diversion proved successful in quieting the 
fears of the child, after which, with the api>earance 
of her nurse, she went quietly off with the latter 
without remonstrance. 

"When does your cousin Louis return from 
France?" asked Raoul, continuing the conversation 
that Dudu had interrupted. 

* Je t*aime.--I love thee ! 
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"I do not know what keeps him so long," an- 
swered the young girl. He was only to have been 
absent three months, but the time has gone by, and 
it does seem so long ! When I speak to ma Tante 
about him she looks so sad, and always answers, 
'There will be time enough yet for Louis' return/ 
If he does not embark at once for Ste. Domingue 
he will not arrive in time for Alexine's marriage. 
And then we shall all be so disappointed !" 

The young man raised her hand to his lips. 

"Since I have come to your Belle Isle,'* he said, 
"my life has been a beautiful dream. You have 
made me so happy, Lolo ! Could I have foreseen 
the great boon that was in store for me, how quick- 
ly would I have hastened to meet my fate! My 
ideal of womanhood ! My peerless bride, that the 
future had in keeping for me ! Yet, there are times 
when I can scarce realize that you are to be my 
own, that I can clasp you as queen of my heart." 

"Then, Raoul, I am to be your queen. After all, 
the old Sorciere was right. Gustave said that it 
should be a reign over the hearts of men; but when 
one is dearer than all others, the Court of Love 
holds all that one can desire;" her eyes were lifted 
to the evening sky, then wandered to the grove 
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beyond through which flashed the glittering light 
of the fire flies. "Will this happiness always last?'' 
she continued, raising her eyes to her lover's face. 

"Why not, beloved?" siK>ke the young man, 
answering the question with the earnestness of 
the lover. 

"Ah, yes; why not?" she laughed as he held her 
hand within the clasp of his stronger one. "If 
Louis and Adele could find their happiness, mine 
would be complete." 

"The future has their happiness also in its keep- 
ing," responded the young man. "Is there an 
affair of the heart between Mademoiselle Adele and 
your cousin?" 

"No, no! Adele will not acknowledge that she 
has yet met the one who will steal her heart. As 
for Louis, he may bring ma Tante a daughter from 
her loved France. I shall love her for the sake of 
my cousin." 

"And will not ma Tante accept me as one of her 
own also?" 

"Her love for myself will easily win that for you. 
Nenaine's heart has already opened to receive the 
stranger among her loved ones." 

"What has Nenaine done that her name is taken 
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in vain?" said Mademoiselle Lenaire herself, com- 
ing forward. "How have I offended?" 

"Only singing* your praises, dear Madame," re- 
plied Raoul, making a profound bow. 

"Then vanity is gratified." The keen black eyes 
of Mademoiselle Lenaire twinkled mischievously. 
She continued: "The air is too humid to remain 
longer exposed to its unhealthy influences. In- 
doors I will challenge Monsieur de Grammont to 
a game of piquet." 

"At your service, Madame," he answered. 

A moment more the young girl lingered upon 
the steps with her betrothed, while Mademoiselle 
Lenaire stopped to gaze at the picture before her. 
The blue moussdine of silken texture fell in soft 
folds around the slender form of the girl. Her 
chestnut hair was crowned with heavy braids, and 
the dark eyes beamed with lovelit radiance as she 
raised them to those of Raoul de Grammont. 
Clasping her throat was a necklace of (Juaint work- 
manship, from which hung a maltese cross of red 
cornelian, its centre frosted with leaves of gold. 
Her hand rested in that of Raoul, whose manly 
form and strong, earnest face seemed a fitting 
protector to the fair Lolo, who had given into his 



Digitized 



by Google 



96 UNDKK THE DABKNESS OF NIOHT 

possession the greatest gift that she could bestow, 
the pure love of the woman whose heart was en- 
tirely his. 

Years after, amid other scenes, did memory 
recall this particular one. No clouds, no shadows, 
to their happiness; and if evil lurked or stalked 
through the gloom of the night, it was not to dis- 
turb the peace nor the joy of that hour. 

How often have not such dreams brought back 
moments of a vanished happiness to those for which 
they had been as bright spots to the wearied heart 
through the dreariness of life! 
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DISILLUSION 

The absence of Louis La Haye from Ste. Do- 
mingue was prolonged by the failure in an early 
settlement of a business transaction of his father's 
with Durand Freres at Nantes, that had made this 
voyage to France a necessary one. It involved 
more loss of time than had been anticipated; so 
that when an amicable agreement had been reached 
between the parties concerned, Louis had proceed- 
ed to Paris on a visit to a relative of his mother's. 
He arrived there to find the gay capital in a state of 
wild excitement; royalty dethroned, in abject sub- 
mission to the people; the nobility under suspicion, 
bound and gagged by a maddened rabble, soon to 
usher in a scene of chaos, in which the unloosened 
passions, the vindictiveness of human kind, was to 
crush beneath the chariot of Nemesis the innocent 
with the guilty. 

The son of the far-off Antilles watched the move- 
ments of the different factions with eager interest; 
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the more degraded trying to drag down those of 
purer principle from the elevated pedestal of liberty 
that the other had failed to reach. These had kin- 
dled the fire of fierce passion that had overwhelmed 
them by a smouldering volcano whose destructive 
power they were powerless to resist. 

About this time Louis received a letter from his 
mother that decided him to leave Paris, and to 
visit his godfather at his chateau in La Vendee, 
where in a quiet retreat he might find solacce to the 
turbulent feelings the contents of the letter had 
caused him. 

"And now, my dear child," wrote Madame La 
Haye, "what consolation can I offer you, after 
having raised hope within your breast? I have 
been powerless to resist the force of circumstance. 
The intuition of your h^irt, alas, was but too true! 
Lolo's love for yourself was but that of a sister for 
a' brother, and I was compelled to quell the rebel- 
lious emotion in my own h^irt, that the sti:anger 
should i>ossess the boon that I had craved for my 
son. It would be wiser to prolong your absence 
from Ste. Domingue until you feel that you can 
bravely face your disappointment in beholding in 
the possession of another the happiness that has 



Digitized 



by Google 



DISILLXrSION 00 

been denied you. Our Uncle Gaston's chateau is 
a retreat where in his sympathy the heart that is 
sorely tried can find a comforting refuge. Leon- 
tine's marriage will not take place before October 
next, and before then, though the wound may not 
be entirely healed, the bitterness will be the more 
easily concealed. A handsome gift to Alexine will 
make her forgive your absence at her nuptials. 
Adieu, my brave boy ! God keep you in his protec- 
tion ! The Holy Mother protect you ! The time 
cannot pass too quickly when your mother can 
clasp you to her heart again." 

The secret of Louis' affection had been carefully 
guarded by his mother from all, even Francois, 
her husband, who on their return to their planta- 
tion at Limbe from La Retraite, after the betrothal 
of his niece, seemed anxious on her account. 

"Eugenie, what is it that distresses you? You 
are very pale. Is it that you do not favor this mar- 
riage of our niece? De Grammont is a fine fellow, 
be is heir to the Governor, and the happiness of our 
little Lolo is ours." 

It only needed the presence of Louis to com- 
plete the family party. 
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"Raoul de Grammont is all that can be desired 
for our niece," returned his wife. 

"But you are so pale; you are ill, my wife" — 
noticing the increasing pallor of her face. 

Madame disarmed the doubts of her husband by 
pleading fatigue from her long ride. She retired 
to her apartment, attended by Rose and one of the 
maids, under whose attention and care she was 
soon made comfortable. 

Days and weeks glided into months, bringing to 
some the approach of the realization of happiness; 
to one other in a distant land an assuagement of 
sorrow, in which the heart was trying to be the 
victor. 

One morning a week after the storm that had 
caused great havoc in the parish of Limbe, Francois 
La Haye received a communication from the 
Governor requiring his immediate presence at Le 
Cap, where an extra session of the General As- 
semblies was to be convened to consider the atti- 
tude of the planters with regard to the decree giv- 
ing the right for "equality of representation to the 
freedmen of color." There were murmurings 
among a number of the planters, and it was 
rumored that the aid of the English Governor at 
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Jamaica was to be called in to sustain them. They 
were moved to this by the successful revolt and 
subsequent independence of the American Colonies 
in her Colonial War with Great Britain. 

The morning previous to their departure from 
Limbe, Madame La Haye had been very much 
distressed by the sudden illness of a little negro, 
the son of Marie Jeanne, one of her favorite domes- 
tics, who had been seized with convulsions. Rose 
had come to her mistress in a state of great excite- 
ment, imploring her presence at the cabin of the 
alarmed mother. 

As her mistress entered, the poor woman threw 
herself at her feet. 

"Maitresse," she cried, struggling with her feel- 
ings, "save little Pierre ! make him well !" 

"Poor Marie Jeanne !" Madame La Haye placed 
her hand softly ui>on the shoulder of the negress. 
"I have come to try to do the child good. Here, 
Caterine, pour hot water into that tub in the comer. 
Rose, have you got the herbs?" 

"Yes, Maitresse, here they are," answered Rose. 
She assisted one of the women standing outside of 
the cabin to bring in a pot of hot water that had 
been boiling over the fire kindled outside the cabin. 
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"Put the child in the herb bath, Caterine," com- 
manded the mistress af the plantation, and cover 
his body with a cloth." 

Rose took the convulsive body of the child from 
off the bed and put him into the bath. In a little 
while the contortions were quieted by the soothing 
effects of the herbs and hot water. Caterine then 
administered a dose of salt and water, which the 
child drank eagerly. He was then dried, wrapped 
in a coarse cloth, and put back into his bed. 

"What did you give him to eat?" asked the 
mistress, turning to the child's mother. 

"Nothing, Maitresse; nothing," answered the 
poor mother, trying to stifle her sobs. 

"Give him another cup of salt and water later, 
should he be restless." 

Madame La Haye was about to leave the cabin, 
after having given her final orders for the care of 
the child, when a negro woman who was looking 
on, approached her hesitatingly : 

"Maitresse," she said, "old Canna was at Limbe 
the other day. It is Macanda with Pierre." 

"What are you saying, Nannette?" reprimanded 
her mistress. "Did not Monsieur le Cure tell you 
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that there was no such thing as bewitchery. Canna 
is only a half-witted old woman, who wanders 
around the plantations. She can do you no harm." 

The reproved woman hung her head, her super- 
stition not at all removed by the words of her 
mistress. 

The next evening, a little before simset, Cesar, 
the lodgekeeper, threw open the gates at the en- 
trance to allow his master and mistress to pass out 
of the enclosure of their home. 

"Cesar," said his master, as he called the man 
to his side, "I leave yourself and Rose in charge of 
my home. I know that you will be as faithful in 
our absence as when we are here; promise me that 
you will be as watchful as you always have been?" 

"Yes, my Master," answered his confidential ser- 
vant, "I promise." 

What made Franqois La Haye, after riding a few 
yards, impulsively turn his horse's head, ride back 
to the entrance of his plantation, cast a long, linger- 
ing look along the avenue towards the dwelling 
where he had passed so many happy days; sweep- 
ing with his gaze the grounds of his vast estate, 
and say again to the lodgekeeper: 
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"Promise me once more, Cesar, that you will be 
faithful to the charge I have given you?" 

"As the good God hears me, I promise you, my 
Master!" 

A golden ray of the setting sun rested upon the 
heads of both men as if to seal the compact between 
master and slave. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE TINKLING OF MARRIAGE BELLS 

Within a fortnight the nuptials of Alexine Di- 
naud and Gustave Dessier were to be celebrated 
in the parish church of Plaisance. There was a 
gathering of friends at the Plantation Dinaud in 
anticipation of the joyful event. 

To the feminine eye there was a double motive 
of interest, the gratification of curiosity, to be re- 
warded by glimpses into and discussions over the 
Corbeille des Noces,* that had arrived by the last 
merchant ship from France, and had been for- 
warded by Tante Julie the day before from Cape 
Frangois. 

The morning had been one of secret session, 
amidst a display of garments, silken tissues, dainty 
laces, and not the least a Corbeille from the groom, 
wherein laid the bridal veil of costly lace, a gift from 
Dessier's mother to the bride, with jewels in cases 
of blue and red morocco from the bridegroom 

* Nuptial basket. 
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himself. Alexine's eyes sparkled with delight as 
in turn they were passed from one to another, 
bringing forth exclamations of admiration at the 
mass of glittering gems. **Here they are! All of 
them!" 

The speaker was a young girl of fourteen years; 
she was glancing mischievously over the shoulder 
of an elderly man standing at the threshold of the 
apartment. She was a little brunette, her raven 
hair braided into long plaits that hung down her 
back; full, brilliant dark eyes, and a nez-retroussee. 
This completed the picture of the intruder ushering 
in Doctor Le Sire, the family physician, into the 
mysteries of feminine apparel. 

Juliette Ducasse was a cousin of the Dinaud 
family, petted and spoiled by all who knew her. 

"Pardon, Tante Josephine; I am punishing the 
Doctor by pushing him in here. I was swinging in 
the hammock, dreaming that I was a bride, with all 
of these pretty things, when someone pinched my 
cheek, and kissed me, too. He must do penance 
by being made to look at all the dresses." 

"Do not rattle on so fast, Juliette. Give our 
good Doctor time to breathe." 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE TINKLIKQ OF MABBIAGE BELLS 107 

"And am I to view this frippery?" asked the 
Doctor, adjusting his si>ectacles. 

"Frippery, indeed," exclaimed Juliette, indig- 
nant, as the Doctor was about to take a seat. 
"Alexine will show you the jewels," said Adele, 
coming to the rescue of the physician. 

"That is not fair; he is my prisoner." Juliette's 
nez-retroussee took a more decided upward ten- 
dency. She puckered her mouth and broke into 
a roguish laugh. 

"Well, I'll let you go if you promise to show 
me what you have brought for Alexine." 

"I have brought myself," said the Doctor archly. 

"Yourself!" exclaimed the young girl doubt- 
ingly. 

"Yes, myself; I must beg pardon of the ladies 
and indulge the curiosity of my little friend. Are 
you sure that it was a pinch, or a kiss?" he asked 
her, his eyes twinkling with merriment. 

"It was both," she answered, tossing her head. 
"Oh, how beautiful !" she cried, as he opened a case 
of red leather, disclosing a necklace of twisted gold, 
to which was suspended a medallion of himself, 
inlaid with pearls and brilliants. 
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While the old physician was thus merrily chat- 
ting with his younger friends, Madame La Haye 
and Mademoiselle Lenaire had followed Madame 
Dinaud to inspect the mysteries of the pantry, 
where Clairette was putting away upon the shelves 
jars of preserved limes, guavas, and crystallized 
fruits of all kind. 

The housekeeper led them towards a table upon 
which was a covered box. She raised the cover, 
proudly pointing out to them the designs of flowers 
in icing with silvered leaves upon the wedding 
cake, in the centre of which were two small figures 
of a bride and groom, the folds of the bride's long 
veil sweeping her tiny waist, her little pink cheeks 
of the same rosy hue as the groom's in his suit of 
spotless white. 

Having displayed the contents of the box and 
received the praises of Madame Dinaud and her 
guests, Clairette locked the pantry door and con- 
signed the key to the depths of her pocket. 

Another evening on which youthful hearts beat 
with joyous anticipation of the idealization of all 
that nmkes of love's dream the perfection of bliss. 
Again were assembled a group of young people, 
but from their midst was missing Louis La Haye, 
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who, in distant La Vendee, across the waters of the 
Atlantic, was bravely trying to put away from his 
heart the delusion of hope, — and in his place there 
stood the stranger. 

Juliette, having exhausted her fund of mischief 
upon the old family physician, provoked the follow- 
ing remark from Raoul de Grammont: 

"So Mademoiselle Adele keeps the secret of her 
enchanted prince with which she will one day sur- 
prise us?" 

"Do tell me the secret of your prince, Adele. 
Did you really meet him at the ball?" Juliette put 
her arms coaxingly around the neck of her cousin. 

"Nonsense," returned Adele, shrinking from the 
caress; "I met no prince at Le Cap. But," she con- 
tinued sarcastically, "the next ship will bring him 
to our island." 

"He may be coming," said Lolo significantly. 
In her own happiness she had interwoven a 
romance for her cousin and her friend. 

"Yes, some day, perhaps," joined in Alexine, 
whose taunting disposition invariably asserted itself 
on the wrong occasion. "Why did you not give 
the old Chevalier to Juliette?" 

"I am not ready to be married, Alexine, and I 
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would not be second choice. I won't be an old 
maid, to sit up straight in my chair with my arms 
folded and not wink my eyelids; that is propriety !" 
and Juliette's nez-retroussee took a more decided 
upward turn. "I'll wait for Louis!" she added 
saucily. 

"I don't think you will suit my cousin," laughed 
Lolo, amused at the young girl; "i>erhaps Adele 
would suit my cousin better than your undignified 
little self." 

"You are mistaken, Lolo; do not be so silly!" 
The blood mounted to Adele's face, and the large 
gray eyes grew more intense in the darkness of 
their depths. 

"Why not?" persisted Lolo. 

"Because," answered her friend, "Monsieur 
Louis La Haye, like the rest of his sex, will prefer 
choosing for himself !" 

The frown upon her brow changed to a smile 
as Mademoiselle Lenaire made her appearanoe on 
the veranda with her guitar. They all quickly gath- 
ered around her as she took the seat that Gustave 
Dessier offered her. 

"Now for a song, Nenaine!" they all exclaimed. 
"We will join in the refrain." 
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The chorus of happy voices floated through the 
trees and reached the ears of an old negress who 
was gathering roots in the woods; she stopped a 
moment to listen, chuckling maliciously to herself : 
"Sing on, Mouches! Sing on, Maitresses! Sing 
on, young Mam'zdles! Soon it will be. Canna's 
time to sing !" 

On the morrow Madame Dinaud parted with her 
guests, — the "Au Revoir" within their hearts and 
upon their merry lips. 

Would it be the wedding bells ringing gaily 
out upon the air that would call them all together 
again, or would those bells be silent, like the har- 
mony of sound, touched by a ruthless hand, to be 
suddenly snapped in the joyousness of melody? 
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CHAPTER XII 

DANCE OF THE CALENDA 

The night watch beside the cave had been seri- 
ous in its result to the overseer of the plantation of 
La Retraite. His clothes were soaked by the hu- 
midity of the atmosphere; in the excitement of the 
hour he lost sight of the consequences that would 
probably follow this exposure. A severe attack 
of fever confined him to his bed for several weeks, 
so that some time elapsed before he was fully able 
to discharge the duties of his position. 

It was the good fortune of Philippe La Haye to 
have with Lefevre, as assistant overseer, a freed- 
man, Zemire Coulson, in whom there was said to 
be a mixture of Indian, as well as African and Cau- 
casian blood; and even among the country people 
of the lower class of whites he was spoken of as a 
descendant of one of the aboriginal Indian chiefs 
of the island. But whether true or not, this mix- 
ture of race had luckily failed to develop the vicious 
tendencies of any, leaving alone the stamp of good 
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Upon the individual character of the man. There- 
fore the convalescence of Lefevre was attended 
with no hurried imprudence, for under the super- 
vision of Zemire the routine and labor of the fields 
went on as usual. 

These weary days of convalescence to Paul were 
enlivened by visits from not only the ladies of the 
plantation, but by the more repeated ones of Dudu 
and her nurse; the latter carrying upon her arm 
a covered basket of delicacies, while her little 
charge ran along by her side, chatting confidingly 
to Myzette of the surprise they had for good 
M'sieur Paul. Then Myzette would retire to the 
cabin of the cook to gossip about the people of the 
plantation and her fellow-servants, not excepting 
the affairs of the masters and mistresses, at the 
same time impressing her own importance in the 
household by the repetition of things that she had 
so often told, while Dudu seated upon the knee of 
Paul Lefevre was listening to some wonderful 
story, to which the child gave her absorbed atten- 
tion. 

Paul had now completely recovered, when he 
was one morning summoned at an early hour to 
the presence of his employer. The day previous 
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there had been some trouble, by the insubordina- 
tion of two of the field laborers, that had given 
him great concern. It had required unusual severe 
punishment, with solitary confinement, to reduce 
them to submission, and he was somewhat appre- 
hensive of the effect that it might produce upon the 
others. 

Lefevre struck across one of the fields and 
pulling the broad palm hat lower over his forehead 
to shield his eyes from the sun, he entered the side 
path that led to the rear of the quarters of the 
household servants. Passing the right angle of the 
house he came in sight of Philippe La Haye stand- 
ing upK>n the front of the veranda that led to the 
terrace, an open letter in his hand. 

"I sent for you at once, Lefevre," said the master 
of the plantation, leading the way to a room at the 
end of the hall. He closed the door and motioned 
the overseer to be seated. "This letter was brought 
to me an hour since. It is from my brother Fran- 
cois, and necessitates the immediate departure of 
de Grammont and myself for Le Cap. The Colo- 
nial Assemblies has dissolved, new Commis- 
sioners have arrived from France, and they have re- 
declared the equal representation of the freedmen 
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with the whites. That means a bigger levy upon 
the planter and the merchant. The election of 
Galbaud for Governor has caused dissatisfaction on 
the other side of the water, he being a native of the 
island. It is also rumored that some of the planters 
will call in the aid of England through the Gov- 
ernor of Jamaica." 

The face of Paul Lefevre flushed and the hot 
color mounted to his temples. 

"What, Monsieur!" he exclaimed. "Make the 
freedmen the equal of the white? Why, they will 
want to free the slaves next!" 

"That would be ridiculous, Lefevre! The Na- 
tional Government to free our slaves ! What would 
then become of their rich colonies? PrepK>sterous ! 
Our products are too valuable for our labor to be 
interfered with. It's only talk. I am not like my 
brother, who lets every shadow throw its evil influ- 
ence over him! My absence from the plantation 
will be but for a week. You will sleep up at the 
dwelling-house. I shall feel more satisfied for your 
|>ersonal protection of my family." 

"At what hour do you leave, Monsieur?" 

"In an hour's time," replied the master of La 
Retraite." See that Jean, Paul, Martin, and Batiste 
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have the horses ready; the men will go with us as 
far as the west end of the mountain ridge. At 
Limbe, Pierrot will furnish me with a coach direct 
to Le Cap. This day week, send the men back to 
meet me at the inn of Limbe." 

Philippe then pointed to a large mahogany chest 
in the comer of the room : 

"In there are my papers, with several bags of 
gold. Mademoiselle Louise has the key. If ne- 
cessary, she will supply you with what you may 
need of the latter." 

When Philippe had finished giving his orders, 
Paul Lefevre related the scene of insubordination 
of the two field laborers the day previous. 

"They're of that cursed lot of Arada's I bought 
the other day," said his employer. "We'll punish 
them severely; it will teach them a lesson. If they 
prove a bad investment, I'll get rid of them. 
Should they give further trouble you can send them 
under guard to Le Cap." 

"Monsieur is right," returned Paul. "I would 
advise you to rid the plantation of them. Their 
women are very quarrelsome, they are avaricious, 
and excite the men to be unruly." 

"I am fully content, Lefevre, with your man- 
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agement. Are there any more supplies needed for 
the plantation? Anything that I can see about at 
Le Cap?" asked the master of the plantation. 

"Not at present, Monsieur," replied his overseer. 
"We will have a fine harvest this year. The yield 
of the berry will be more bountiful than last. As 
you ride along, look at the large field towards 
Alcul." 

"I will, Lefevre." 

Philippe La Haye dismissed Lefevre at the en- 
trance of the house with a few more instructions 
with regard to the interest of his estate. 

An hour later Raoul de Grammont with the 
Master of La Retraite turned their horses' heads in 
the direction of Limbe, and bade adieu to ma 
Tante, Nenaine, and Lolo. 

There were whispered words of a happy reunion 
at an early day between the lovers, and as the 
travelers reached the end of the avenue they caught 
the glimpse of a fluttering handkerchief in the 
hands of Dudu, whom Myzette was holding high 
up against the pillar of the veranda. 

At the side of the two-roomed cabin of Lefevre 
was an open, palm-thatched shed, under which was 
swung a hammock; upK>n a shelf nailed to one of 
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the posts stood several porous jugs, filled with 
water, that were cooled by the draughts of air that 
passed over them. 

The overseer was evidently awaiting someone, 
for he walked from out the shed to the edge of the 
road, and then returned with an impatient move- 
ment of the head. He whistled, a negro boy an- 
swered the summons upon the spot. 

"Pierre, where's Jacques?" 

"Gone to Mam Fleurette's, Mouche," answered 
the boy. 

"He'll go to the devil one of these days if he don't 
take care," said Paul angprily. "You go to the 
other side of the grove and see if Zemire is coming. 

Pierre fearing a rebuke for himself like that 
g^ven to his brother, made his way quickly in the 
direction ordered, but before he could get back 
Zemire made his appearance from another side of 
the road. 

"I am late, Mouche Paul," he said, touching his 
hat. r 

Zemire was a tall, slim man, of muscular frame 
and swarthy countenance. 

"Is there anything wrong at the coflfee-house?" 
asked Paul anxiously. 
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"Oh, no, Mouche,'' replied Zemire lightly; 
**those two cursed devils are quiet enough. They'll 
give no more trouble, I assure you. I've given per- 
mission," he continued, "to fifty of the laborers to 
dance the Calenda to-night. They've worked 
cheerfully to-day. Have I done right, Mouche 
Paul?" 

"Let them dance!" exclaimed the overseer; "it 
will do them no harm, but break it up before a late 
hour." 

Both men entered the cabin, from whence they 
came out again into the open air after the lapse of 
fifteen minutes. Around the waist of the overseer 
was buckeled a pair of holsters, while Zemire was 
examining a gnn that he held in his hand. They 
walked together to the turn of the road, where after 
exchang^ng more words they sei>arated. 

Lefevre stopped a while to watch the sun sinking 
behind the hills lingering aslant the roof of the 
coflfee-house. 

"I'll give a look at them myself," he muttered 
under his breath, as he turned in the direction of the 
long, low building. 

The chanting of voices greeted his ear as he 
neared the spot where the dance was to be held. 
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He hid behind the bushes, through which the 
scene was plainly visible. 

The picture was interesting from the grotesque- 
ness of its nature, half barbaric, half civilized. 
Astride of two drums made of hollowed wood, open 
at one end, and over the other end stretched the 
dried skin of a goat — ^the smaller drum called a 
bamboula — ^were two blacks beating slowly, then 
accelerating the movement with their wrist and 
fingers. Near them were three or four other 
negroes, shaking calabashes, one against the other, 
half filled with pebbles or grains of com, by means 
of the long gourd handles. The peculiar monotony 
of sound was mingled with the chords of a full 
stringed violin-shai>ed banza, picked by the fingers 
of a short, thin man, his head adorned with a red 
handkerchief, and who kept time to the beating of 
the drums and the shaking of the calabashes. 

This aboriginal accompaniment was to the voice 
of a tail black man standing in the midst of a wide 
circle of negro women, who were improvising in 
song, that was answered at intervals by a chorus of 
shrilly-raised voices. 

Musicians and singers rested a moment, the 
circle then opened to admit six men, who selected 
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their partners from the negresses forming the ring. 
This done, the negroes astride the drums recom- 
menced their monotonous beating, the calabashes 
shook the louder, and the banza player picked his 
instrument more wildly, trying to be heard above 
the rattling noise, keeping time to the regular 
measured steps of the dance of the Calenda. 

First the toe, then the heel, the negro of the first 
couple wheeled around and turned his partner, 
while she i>erformed the same figure, shaking half 
shyly, half coquettishly, the two ends of the check- 
ed handkerchief that she held in her hand. 

Backward, forward, bending their bodies, lifting 
their arms upward, keeping their elbows close to 
the side, amidst the wild applause and the hand- 
claipping of the men and women. Undisciplined 
grace showed itself in the movements of many, 
uninspired by the monotony of sound, lent itself to 
the mere measure of time. Lefevre started when 
a thickset black caught hold of the hand of a young 
negress and whirled her into the midst of the danc- 
ers, npcm his face a grin, that was more of a leer in 
its devilishness of expression. "Christophe danc- 
ing!" muttered the overseer; "what has come over 
him? Let him dance. Let them all dance, pro- 
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vided they work the better for it. It is one of the 
passions that came from Africa with them !" 

He crept softly from behind the bushes, keeping 
closer in the shadow of the long building, he turned 
back into the path by which he had come, the 
sound of the revelers growing less and less dis- 
tinct as he traversed the distance that lay between 
them and the dwelling of the master of La Retraite. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

THE TOCSIN OF REVOLT 

Alexine and Adele Dinaud had for the i>ast five 
days been on a visit to their relatives at Le Cap, 
and Madame Dinaud was looking forward to their 
return to the plantation within two days. 

The wishes of Madame Le Grand had always 
been imperative with her niece; she was to accom- 
pany the sisters with Monsieur Le Grand on their 
return home. Madame Le Grand had also men- 
tioned that there would be a gift of great value 
from her husband and herself to Alexine, and in the 
maternal eye there was a vision of a golden service 
similar to that of Frangois La Haye, or something 
else of as intrinsic value — ^the coffers of the Mer- 
chant Prince were heavily filled with louis d'or. 

The arrival of the box containing the wedding 
dress of their young mistress had caused consider- 
able flutter amongst the dusky maids of the house- 
hold, whose curiosity had been gratified by a peep 
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into it with its contents; a mass of lace, silk, and 
orang-e blossoms. 

"Clairette,'' asked Madame Dinaud, "has Morico 
returned yet?" 

She had been inspecting anew the different ar- 
rang-ements that were being made for the nuptials 
of her daughter. 

"No, Maitresse," answered Clairette; "Suzanne 
says that he won't be home before to-morrow." 

There was a puzzled look upon the face of the 
mistress. 

"I do not understand what detains him so long 
from the plantation." Then turning to a short, 
stout woman who was assisting Clairette: "Go, 
Liza, to Suzanne's cabin; tell her that as soon as 
Morico returns he must come up to the dwelling 
at once. Now, Caroline, you and Nannette put 
away the box with Mam'zdle's wedding dress in 
the little closet in my room. Lock the door care- 
fully and put the key on my dressing-table." 

The maids having left the room to obey her 
orders, Madame consulted a few moments longer 
with her housekeeper. In her eagerness to see 
that nothing had been forgotten in the preparations 
for the approaching nuptials she dismissed, as she 
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always did, any subject of an unsatisfactory nature 
from her mind, contenting herself that after all the 
delayed absence of Morico would be satisfactorily 
explained on the morrow. 

"We shall all be together again in a few days, 
Tante Josephine,'' had been the words of the gay 
hearted Juliette as she took her departure for the 
Ducasse Plantation. Madame Dinaud had missed 
the bright chattering of the young girl whose 
merry laughter had rung so gaily through her 
home, in the full enjoyment of the present, sipping 
fleeting pleasures as the butterfly the sweetness of 
the flowers. 

There was a lingering ray of the August sun 
across the western side of the long piazza. A gen- 
tle rustling of leaves in the foliage; the shadows 
were falling, and the gathering dusk freed from the 
intensity of the heat of the day made the hour one 
of i>eaceful rest. 

The mistress of the Dinaud Plantation reclined 
in the hammock, with her little son Henri prattling 
at her side. She had sung songs that delighted his 
childish heart, but now there had fallen a silence 
upon his mother — she was wrapped in other 
thoughts, in which her daughter's nuptials recalled 
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to the woman the past dreams of her own girlhood. 
The questions of her little boy remained unan- 
swered, and the child nestled still closer to his 
mother until his eyelids closed in sleep. 

In the mirror of thought Madame again beheld 
herself. It was not Alexine the daughter, but 
Josephine the mother, the wilful, spoiled daughter 
for whom there had been no ungratified wish ex- 
cept the shake of the head or a gentle admonition 
for that which was due to propriety. 

Again she stood with old Tetesse, her nurse, 
before her; the dusky face all aglow with pride, as 
she begged her young mistress to be allowed to 
wear a white dress for the occasion, with an em- 
broidered white head handkerchief, to do honor 
to her nursling; and she herself had cried out, 
*'How beautiful you are, Tetesse; how beautiful 
you are!" 

And the old nurse answered, "But yes, little 
Mam'zelle, but not as pretty like my young Mis- 
tress, and-^ " 

What startled Madame from the reveries of the 
past? What cry was that that came from, the 
thicket at the entrance of the avenue? 
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She laid her boy gently down, steppe 
the head of the flight of steps, and plainly 
the figure of a woman running rapidly uj 
nue. 

Who could this be? Not a runaway slav\ 
would have skulked behind the trees. 

The woman now held out her arms, wi 
deavoring to attract the attention of Mada 
naud. Madame turned to summon one 
household servants to her assistance, when t, 
man crying out with a louder voice, she recoj 
that of Zeline Latour. 

"Poor creature," she said to herself, "Som< 
distress has befallen her. I must see what \ 
do for her." 

By this time the freedwoman had gained the 
of the terrace and reached Madame's side, excl^ 
ing: 

"For God's sake, Madame; leave everything ^ 
follow me!" 

Fearful that Zeline was temporarily bereft of lA 
senses, the mistress of the plantation laid her hai^ 
gently upon Zeline's shoulder. \ 

"Poor creature, what distresses you? What cai 
I do for you?" ^ 

\ 
\ 

\ 
\ 

\ 
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Zeline threw herself at the feet of Madame Di- 
naud with her hands clasped : 

"It's not what you can do for me, Maitresse!" 
she cried out piteously; then rising to her feet — 
"Quick! Where are the Mam'zelles? 

Zeline had caught sight of the sleeping child in 
the hammock, and running towards it took the 
little one in her arms. 

"My daughters are at Le Cap," answered Ma- 
dame, startled by the actions of Zeline. 

"God be praised !" exclaimed Zeline with a sigh 
of relief. 

"What is the meaning of this?" demanded 
Madame Dinaud, still mystified. 

"Maitresse, the slaves have risen on the Planta- 
tion Turpin; they have set fire to the dwellings, 
and the master and mistress are no more. The 
leaders are all coming to join Morico at your cof- 
fee-house !" 

"Morico ! He's away from the plantation !" 

"Yes, Madame. He's away when the Maitresse 
calls, but he'll soon be here as the master!" 

Madame Dinaud's eyes flashed with menacing 
fire. 

"I will not go! My servants will protect me!" 
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'*What can you do, and they, Madame, against 
so many madmen? Come, Maitresse, go with me? 
I beg you for the sake of the little Mouche and the 
Mam'zelles?" 

Josephine Dinaud was stupefied for the moment 
at this hideous nightmare which had so rudely 
awakened her from her dream of happiness. She 
was bewildered with the suddenness of the shock. 
Clairette, followed by the child's nurse, Sairette, 
came running out of the house. They had been 
standing in the hallway and had heard Zeline's 
alarm. 

"Maitresse,'' cried Clairette, "here's your box of 
jewels. I took them from your dressing-case. 
Liza's just come from the cabins. The field hands 
are at the coflfee-house with Morico. Go at once 
with Zeline, Maitresse; we will be faithful to you, 
but we can't save you from the others." 

Sairette took the little boy from Zeline. The 
child clasi>ed his little arms around the neck of his 
nurse, his poor little heart fluttering with vague 
fear at being so suddenly awakened from his slum- 
bers. 

"Come, Maitresse," urged the freedwoman. 
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"look at the smoke! They have set fire to the 
coffee-house. Come, or it will be too late!" 

Madame Dinaud raised her eyes to the trees 
above, where a faint grayish streak was curling up- 
ward. 

"I will go, Zeline," she said decisively, following 
the freedwoman and the nurse down the flight of 
steps. 

When they reached the bottom of the terrace 
the mistress of the plantation stopped a second 
to cast a lingering look at the home from which 
she was fleeing. The tumult of emotion in her 
heart too great for tears, too heavy for speech. 

Down the avenue, then to the side, through the 
banana grove, avoiding the fields, they struck into 
the woods. Madame gathered her skirt, of light 
fabric, close around her form to prevent its being 
caught in the bushes. 

For a mile they thus proceeded slowly, when 
Zeline stopped to listen. She parted the bushes, 
then suddenly turned back and exclaimed : 

"Quick, Maitresse! Quick, Sairette! let's cross 
to the other side ! Some men are coming on this 
side of the road." 
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In the shadows that hung over the woods, under 
cover of the gloom of the evening, they struck 
a narrow bridle path that led them farther out of 
the way from the main road, but did not drown 
the frenzied shouts of a multitude of voices borne 
upon the air. 

With hurried steps they pressed onward, terror 
stricken, starting at the breaking of a twig, in fear 
of some hidden foe ready to spring upwDn them, 
until the silence of the woods was undisturbed save 
for the echo of their own footsteps. 

At last they reached a clearing, crossed a low 
hedge of logwood and found themselves within 
the enclosure of the Latour farm. 

At the door of his cabin stood the husband of 
Zeline with his son Jacques. 

"God be praised !" ejaculated the man advancing 
to meet them, "that you have got to our cabin 
safely, Maitresse!" 

"Colombe," answered Madame Dinaud, "we are 
not safe here! Get your mules ready, we must go 
to La Retraite at once !" 

"Madame," exclaimed the man, "there is no 
safety at La Retraite either ! I was sitting by the 
Grande Ravine fishing in the little stream there 
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when I saw old Canna hurrying along and talking 
loudly to herself. She didn't see me, so I slipped 
behind the rock to hear what the old hag had to 
say. Some one whistled. It was Mouche Phil- 
ippe's Christophe. She gave him something and 
he told her that the slaves of all the plantations in 
Plaisance would rise this evening. They would 
burn the dwellings and — ^worse, Maitresse !" 

"Horrible, horrible!'' cried Madame Dinaud, her 
worst fears exceeded by the words of the faithful 
man. 

"The Mam'zelles are safe at Le Cap, Colombe," 
said Zeline. 

"God be praised again ! Now, Maitresse," con- 
tinued the man, "you must take something to eat, 
and rest for an hour, then you must go on to 
Limbe. At the village you'll get protection from 
Mouche le Cure. Jacques, go and watch the road !" 

The boy immediately obeyed his father's com- 
mand, while Madame, with the child and Sairette, 
partook of the repast prepared by the grateful man 
and his wife. But Josephine Dinaud could eat but 
little, her thoughts being too busy with the terrible 
realization of the hour and the deep treachery of 
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her confidential overseer, whose master had of his 
own free will given Morico his freedom. 

Sairette was }ust about to put the little boy upon 
the rude bed when Zeline rushed into the room. 

"Maitresse, we must hide you down the dry well 
by the side of the cabin! Jacques says there's a 
lot of men coming in this direction. They're curs- 
ing and swearing terribly. If they find you here 
our own color will show us no mercy !" 

The well was not a very deep one. Madame 
crouched down into it with little Henri in her arms. 

Scarcely had Colombe covered the place over 
with some branches of trees and bushes when a 
loud voice hailed the pveople of the farm. 

"Mulatre, we want tafia!" A man, who ap- 
peared to be the leader of about twenty others, 
armed with iron pronged sticks, knocked loudly 
upK>n the door of the cabin. 

"All right," answered Colombe, "wait a moment ! 
I'll give it to you!" He oi>ened the door, then 
brought a wooden table and placed upon it a big 
jug and some calabashes. 

"It's all the tafia I've got now; to-morrow I'll 
get you more!" 

The leader took up the jug, got astride of the 
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table, waved his stick in the air, then threw it down. 
He then poured out some of the tafia and handed 
it to Zeline, shouting: 

"We are the masters now ! Down with the curs- 
ed Mouches!'* 

To insure Madame Dinaud's greater safety, the 
woman drank a little of the tafia and passed it to 
Jacques and Sairette, who followed her example, 
while Colombe distributed the contents of the jug 
amongst the rest of the men. With cries of tri- 
umphant frenzy they poured the liquor down their 
throats, gloating over the evil they had done and 
that which they were going to do. 

Having satiated their thirst with that which 
would make them still thirstier, they left the Latour 
farm, howling, cursing, bent on their course of de- 
struction. 

Sairette had not been recognized by them, as 
they were stragglers from the Turpin Plantation. 
The faithful nurse was almost overcome by the last 
words of the leader when he called out to his men : 

"Come, let's go see Morico light up the Dinaud 
Plantation." 

Little by little the sound of cursing and licen- 
tious oaths died away in the distance, imtil silence 
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had again seHled upon the woods that surrounded 
the Latour farni'. 

With the assistance of Jacques, G>lombei remov- 
ed the branches from the opening of the well and 
released Madame Dinaud and her little son from 
their contracted imprisonment, which they had 
been compelled to endure for an hour. 

It was with difficulty that the mother had been 
able to suppress the cry that more than once rose 
to the lips of the little fellow, who was frightened 
by the loud and angry voices of the revolted slaves. 
It was only with his head nestled close to her bosom 
that the little quivering frame could withstand the 
ordeal. 

"Maitresse," advised Colombe," we had better 
go at once to Limbe. You can't stay here any 
longer. We will cut across and go through the 
old mountain path." 

Before the first streak of dawn appeared in the 
sky, under the guidance of Colombe and Jacques, 
they reached the end of the ridge of the mountain 
pass that divided the two parishes. Here they 
bade farewell to the faithful man and his wife. 

"God will repay you," spoke Madame Dinaud, 
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greatly moved as she parted from them; "I never 
canr 

"Ah, Maitresse/' cried the grateful freedwoman, 
"when we were in trouble you guve us help!" 

"Thank God, Maitresse, that we could help you 
to escapee. May the good God protect you for the 
rest !'' Colombe added with emotion. 

The mistress of the Dinaud Plantation, with her 
little son and his faithful nurse crossed the road 
that divided the parishes and sought shelter and 
protection at the little Presbytery with the Cure 
Martin. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

FLIGHT FROM LA RETRAITE 

The heat of the August morning, with the sultri- 
ness of the atmosphere, had laid its si>ell upK>n na- 
ture. The limbs of the trees drooped listlessly; 
not the faintest stirring of a leaf or the whirring of a 
locust; insects swarming the air with leaden wing^; 
and the beams of the noonday sun had even pene- 
trated into the interior of the dwelling-house of La 
Retraite. 

Madame La Haye and Lolo sat in the airy hall, 
where the half-opened slats of the jaJousie-blinds 
admitted just sufficient light and air. Mademoiselle 
Lenaire had retired to the quietude of her own 
apartment, sufifering from the lassitude caused by 
the intense heat of the weather. Dudu was seated 
on the floor by the side of her nurse at the other 
end of the hall, amusing herself by stringing blue 
and red beads together, to which she was hel|>ed 
from the lap of Myzette. 

Eugenie La Haye was watching her niece em- 
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broidering upon a dainty piece of cloth with its 
design of clustered leaves. 

"You will have to work steadily to finish this 
altar cloth, Lolo; in a few days other things of 
greater interest will engross ;na Petite's thoughts. 
Then the Pere Chretien will have to give way to 
the presence of papa and Colonel de Grammont." 

The face of the young girl flushed, the crimson 
color heightening the clearness of her olive skin, 

"Ma Tante is not a good witch. See" — she held 
up her work to her aunt for closer inspection — 
"there are only two more points, and it will be com- 
pleted. Is it not pretty, ma Tante?" 

"I admit that I am wrong," replied Madame 
La Haye. "It will be a fitting present to the village 
church for the nuptials of Alexine." 

"And only two days off, ma Tante. What a 
happy reunion will it not be with our friends !" 

"Yes, my child, and a still greater happiness will 
be the addition of the presence of your father and 
uncle, not least that of the Governor's young 
nephew." 

So the aunt and niece chatted merrily away the 
lagging hours of the August morning, full of antici- 
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pated pleasures, of which the brightness was soon 
to be clouded by the desolation of the aftermath. 

At the breaking of that August mom the over- 
seer of the plantation of La Retraite rose at an 
earlier hour than usual. 

Paul Lefevre hastily swallowed the cup of strong 
black coffee that Zinette, his cook, had brought to 
his bedside. Before the sun appeared above the 
mountain top, or had tinged the hills that formed 
the upward slope of the Ciboa range, he had joined 
Zemire Coulson in the coffee fields, where acre after 
acre of the plant was still brushed with the dew of 
the night. 

Across the stream of water that flowed from the 
mountain side that took its course through the 
northwestern part of the large estate of Philippe 
La Haye a dami was in course of construction. A 
number of slaves were employed upon the work. 
Satisfied with its progression, Paul left the labor 
of the fields and this particular work in charge of 
the assistant overseer, and returned to his cabin 
to get ready various reports relating to the affairs 
of the plantation, pending the arrival of his em- 
ployer. 
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As the sun reached its meridian the heat of the 
day increased; the fervid glare upon the extensive 
fields of cultivated land glistened upon the waters 
of the stream into which the calabashes were dipped 
to cool the hot throats of the laborers, while red 
bandanas, or some rags of less pretension, were 
used to wipe the great beads of perspiration rolling 
down their foreheads. Whether from lassitude or 
from some individual discontent, the work pro^ 
ceeded slower and slower as the hours wore on, and 
at the hour of the noon day meal Zemire himself, 
greatly tried by having so repeatedly been com- 
pelled to rebuke some and to threaten others with 
severe chastisement, concluded to dismiss the field 
laborers in the evening at an earlier hour than cus- 
tomary. 

Something had been amiss. Wherein lay the 
fault, it was hard to tell. Voices had been silent, 
neither strain nor song with which to cheer the bur- 
den of labor — only the monotony of work. 

Towards dusk the assistant overseer took his way 
in the direction of Paul Lefevre's cabin to make 
his report to the latter. Walking along a narrow 
path, enclosed by thick bushes, he heard Lefevre 
whistling at some little distance ofif, to the other 
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side of the road into which this path diverged. He 
hastened his steps to join the latter, when, as he 
reached a thicket, two black forms sprang upon 
him. He caught hold of the gun slung across his 
shoulder, but before he could raise the weapon it 
was knocked from his hands, his arms were pin- 
ioned from behind, and a knife gleamed before his 
eyes. He struggled to free himself, and in so doing 
defeated the aim at his throat, the fleshy part of his 
left arm receiving the blow. Fearing that he would 
be overpowered by his assailants he guve a pierc- 
ingly shrill whistle that momentarily arrested the 
assault of his waylayers. 

He struggled hard as they tried to drag him to 
the ground, when suddenly the negro who held 
the knife dropped lifelessly upon the ground, 
pierced by a bullet from the unerring aim of 
Lefevre's pistol, followed by the appearance of the 
overseer himself. The report of the weapon and 
the fall of his companion made the other black 
loosen his hold of Zemire; he started to fly, but 
Paul was too quick; he covered him with his 
weapon: 

"Stop, cursed black, or I'll shoot you down!" 
A second bullet struck the wretch in his side; he 
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staggered a few paces, then sank to the ground, 
moaning piteously : 

"Don't kill, Mouche; don't kill ! Til tell you all !" 

"What have you got to tell? You can't fool 
me!" cried Lefevre. 

Zemire, who had by this time regained his foot- 
ing, recognized in the villain one of the insubordi- 
nate men who had given so much trouble some 
days previous. His suspicions were aroused. 

"Let him tell," he whisp^ered to Lefevre. "Come, 
what have you to say?" turning to the wretch who 
still begged for his life. "We'll let you off if you 
tell, us." 

"Christophe's — at — ^the — coffee — house ! He's 
going to — bum the — plantation !" The man jerked 
out the broken sentences in broad patois, sullenly, 
forced to the confession. 

In surprise at the revelation, Paul turned to 
Zemire, lowering his gun for the moment. The 
latter was trying to staunch the blood dripping 
from his anrn by tying it with his handkerchief. 
The black seeing the advantage of the overseer's 
position, seized the opportune moment. He sprang 
to his feet, and with his knife made a rush at Paul. 
Zemire as quickly warded off the blow by hastily 
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catching up the gun of Lefevre. He pulled the 
trigger, laying the assassin low, lifeless beside the 
body of the other. 

A grave look settled upon the countenance of the 
overseer. "Can this be true?'* he said, "or did the 
man lie to gain time?" 

"I fear, Mouche Paul, there is something wrong. 
The field hands have not been themselves to-day" ; 
and Zemire related several things that had occurred 
during the day among the laborers that excited 
the suspicions of both. 

"Are you badly hurt?" asked Paul of Zemire. 

"It's nothing much, Mouche Paul," was the re- 
ply. "We must think of the mistresses now !" 

"Well, then, what has to be done must be done 
quickly!" returned Paul to his assistant. "Go, 
Zemire, as near the coffee-house as you can, then 
meet me at the big tamarind tree near the avenue. 
If there be danger, give two short whistles; we 
must protect the master's family." 

Paul quickened his steps towards his cabin. He 
walked to the rear of it, calling for Pierre and 
Jacques, but his call was unanswered — the negro 
cabins were deserted. A shudder shook the frame 
of the strong man; not from fear, but from the ter- 
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rible responsibility of the lives of three women and 
a child, over whom the evil hour was hanging. He 
had but one life, and so had Zemire. Should the 
worst befall either of them? 

With Christophe as leader, the uprising must be 
general on the plantation. He had never trusted 
the black devil ! Were the household servants in- 
volved? God forbid! During these reflections 
Lefevre had entered his cabin, supplied himself with 
ammunition, and doubly armed he had just stepped 
forth, when he heard the two whistles that made 
him hasten rapidly towards the appointed place of 
meeting. There stood Zemire beneath the cotton- 
silk tree. 

"The cursed devil told the truth, Mouche ! No 
time to be lost ! Too late for a message to the vil- 
lage of Plaisance. Christophe's at the coflFee-house 
with one hundred men, and numbers of others are 
going forward to join them. All is quiet around 
the dwelling-house. I crept close to the cabins of 
the household servants — the lights are out in all but 
one. The ladies are on the veranda with the little 
Mam'zelle!" 

"We must alarm them without striking them 
with fear," said Paul. "They must fly with us at 
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once to the village for refuge until we can send the 
militia forward to settle the account with the in- 
fernal wretches!" 

Both men ran rapidly up the avenue towards the 
dwelling-house. 

Mademoiselle Lenaire was singing a light refrain 
to the accompaniment of her guitar. Ma Tante 
and Lolo were listening in silence to the music, 
each wrapped in her own thoughts, while Dudu 
knelt before her godmother, clapping her hands 
from time to time, with the impulsive delight of the 
Creole child, shaking her head to her nurse, stand- 
ing in the doorway, that she was not ready to be 
put to bed. 

Madame La Haye saw the two men running up 
the avenue, and alarmed at the rapidity of their 
speed, she whispered to Mademoiselle Lenaire so as 
not to alarm the younger members of the family : 

"Louise, there is something wrong. Here are 
both Lefevre and Zemire together !" 

Mademoiselle Lenaire laid the guitar down upon 
the floor of the veranda, ran down the steps to the 
terrace, and met the two men, who had reached the 
side of the fountain. 
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"What has happened, Paul?" she asked, struck 
by the expression of the overseer's countenance. 

"Mam^zelle Louise, the slaves have revolted upK>n 
the plantation. You must all leave here with 
Zemire and myself at once. We will take you to 
the village of Plaisance!" 

Over the countenance of Philippe La Haye's 
sister-in-law there spread a sudden pallor, her lips 
blanched. 

"Can you not protect us here?" she asked. 

"No, Mam'zelle!" spoke Paul earnestly. "We 
have each but one life, which is yours. We cannot 
trust you to the mercy of frenzied madmen !" 

She returned to the piazza accompanied by the 
two men. 

"Eugenie, Lolo, a terrible evil has befallen us!" 
she exclaimed. "We must follow Lefevre to the 
village. Our lives are in danger here." 

The faces of the elder and younger women be- 
came of the samie ashen hue, as her own. Dudu, 
with the instinct of childhood that feels the brew- 
ing of the storm without knowing the reason why, 
ran to her nurse and begged her to hide her from 
the Zombi that had nearly caught Mouche Paul. 

"Give me the key of the chest in the master's 
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room/' said Paul. "The master's gold* and papers 
must not be left." 

The ladies entered the house with the overseer 
to secure some of their valuables, while Zemire ex- 
plained to Myzette the danger threatening her mis- 
tress. 

"Myzette won't leave my little mistress," said 
the nurse as the child began to cry. "Myzette will 
go with you !" 

"Why are the lights out in the cabins?" asked 
Paul looking towards the servants' quarters. 

"They have been given j>ermission to go to a 
dance at the coffee-house," returned Mam'zelle 
Lenaire. 

"The dance of death and the fire-brand !" mut- 
tered Paul. 

"Be quick I" called Zemire. "They are coming ! 
They are at the entrance of the avenue !" And as 
the ladies and Lefevre ran out of the house he cried 
out again : "Quick, through the orange grove to 
the back of the fountain !" 

Zemire's alarm was just given in time for them 
to make their way to the grove without being seen. 
A moment more, it would have been at the cost 
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of their lives. No time for gold nor papers ! There 
they must lie, the spoils of the frantic mob. 

Paul caught the little girl up in his arms, and 
before the surging mass of dark figures had reached 
the dwelling-house those under his and Zemire's 
care were out of reach of the insurrectionists. 

Through the orange grove with its j>erfumed 
blossoms, and passing to the rear of the servants' 
quarters, keeping in the shadow of the trees, dis- 
tancing the cries that made the night hideous, the 
little one's arms clasped around the neck of Paul, 
speechless from fright, the three delicately-nur- 
tured women with compressed lips to still the beat- 
ings of their hearts, followed by Myzette, Zemire 
leading the way, at last reached a spot by the side 
of a hill where they rested a while, then took up 
their hurried march towards Limbe. 

Zemire's knowledge of the circuitous paths 
through the woods had aided them in their flight. 
He had steered clear of the coffee-house and the 
fields. They had pushed through the woods near 
the western ridge of the mountain-pass leading to 
Limbe, but were compelled to change their route 
to the village of Plaisance, for Zemire had descried 
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the glimmer of torches on the road that led in that 
direction. 

They knew not, they fdt not, the distance that 
had been traversed. The light of the stars alone 
guided them through the darkness. They saw not 
the dangers of the ravines as their steps sped on- 
ward. No friendly torch to light their path — 
gloom and shadow their safeguard. 

With the dawning day, an hour later than that at 
which the good Cure Martin had opened the sanc- 
tum of his Presbytery to Josephine Dinaud and her 
child, a loud knock at the door of the inn at Limbe 
awakened the good Melanie from her slumbers. 
The frilled cap was again adjusted while Pierrot 
welcomed the refugees from La Retraite. 
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THE DESECRATION OF THE SANCTUARY 

Leaving the fugitives beneath the shelter of the 
inn of the village of Limbe, ignorant of the plight 
of Madame Dinaud and her child, Paul Lefevre 
and Zemire, having partaken of the hasty collation 
prepared for them by Renette, retraced their steps 
in the direction of Plaisance. 

Arrived at the ridge of hills that divided the two 
parishes, they decided to diverge their paths into 
opposite directions, the better to reconnoitre the 
parish of Plaisance itself, to discover whether the 
insurrection was confined alone to the plantation 
of La Retraite, or were there others also involved. 
Should it unfortunately be the latter, assistance 
would have to be gotten from Le Cap. If con- 
fined alone to La Retraite, then the insurrection 
could be speedily quelled by procuring the assist- 
ance of the militia of Plaisance and the adjoining 
parish of Alcul to punish the offenders for their in- 
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subordination, and probable destruction to prop- 
erty. 

Lefevre well knew the gravity of both situations, 
but the realization of the latter case would be some- 
thing too terrible to anticipate. 

Had not Philippe La Haye been absent from the 
plantation, the master himself, with Zemire, could 
have found temporary refuge for his family; while 
he, Paul, could have procured the necessary help 
not alone from their own village, but from those 
of the adjoining parishes. 

The sun had risen above the mountains, flooding 
the hills with his golden rays, awakening the world 
from the gloom of night to the light of day. The 
overseer and his assistant separated, to skirt 
stealthily around the different plantations, to give 
warning, and to get at the full details of the revolt. 
They appointed a place of meeting near the edge of 
a lonely ravine, where from the gloominess of the 
place it was avoided by most of the ignorant coun- 
try i)eople and blacks as a place of incantation, and 
a resort of wicked spirits. Paul took the narrow 
path towards La Retraite, while Zemire pursued 
his way by a route that would bring him by the 
Dinaud Plantation. 
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A deathlike silence seemed to have fallen over 
the woods; the day was cloudless, and the sunshine 
made its way through the heavy foliage with 
gleams of brightness. 

There was less danger of Zemire's being at- 
tacked, outside of La Retraite, than Lefevre, as he 
belonged to the class of the freedmen. 

He had walked five miles without meeting a 
human being, when crossing an open field he saw 
at no distance off the cabins of the Latour farm, 
in the adjoining pasture of which mules were 
quietly grazing. 

And now the sound of voices becoming distinct, 
he crept closer into the cover of the bushes. He 
listened intently, and to his relief recognized the 
voice of Zeline, who was talking with her husband. 

Zemire came from out his hiding place and 
strode rapidly towards the pair. They did not ap- 
pear to be surprised at sight of him, but the ex- 
pression of curious inquiry upon their counte- 
nances did not escape him. Colombe held out his 
hand as he advanced to meet the newcomer. The 
two men had been good friends for many years. 

"He ben ! How goes it?" Colombe put the ques- 
tion to which there was an implied meaning. 
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Zemire shook his head. 

''Has any one passed by here from La Retraite 
this morning?" he asked, ignoring Colombe's ques- 
tion. 

"Don't know/' answered the owner of the Latour 
farm; "we've only been back to the farm for an 
hour, we've been to Limbe." 

"To Limbe!" ejaculated Zemire, not concealing 
his astonishment. 

"Why, I left there myself just as the sun was 
rising !" 

Then followed a long explanation from both, 
and Colombe enlightened Zemire as to the general 
revolt of the slaves upon the plantations of Plai- 
sance, interrupted by exclamations from Zeline — 

"Thank God! The good ladies then are safe! 
The good St. Michael will protect them !" 

"Who's been concocting this deviltry?" Indig- 
nation was boiling within his breast as Zemire 
poured forth curses and maledictions upon the 
movers of the insurrection. 

"It's not only the two plantations, but the whole 
of the Plaine-du-Nord !" explained Zeline, lowering 
her voice so as to be heard only by the two men. 
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"It's Jean Fran9ois, Boukman, Morico, and Chris- 
tophe who're at the head !" 

While they were conversing, Jacques emerged 
from the side of the road that led to the Dinaud 
Plantation. He ran toward them greatly excited, 
and whispered to his mother: 

"Morico's gone; he's gone to Le Cap to meet 
Jean Fran9ois ! I crept through the bushes down 
to the coffee-house. It's all smoking. All the men 
have gone with Morico. No more home for poor 
Maitresse Josephine!'* 

"Did you see Clairette, Jacques?" asked his 
mother. 

Before he could reply their attention was at- 
tracted to the rear of the cabin by the voice of some 
one calling: 

"Jacques ! Jacques !" 

"Why, it's Clairette herself !" exclaimed the boy, 
who had quickly turned to answer the call. 

It was indeed the housekeeper of the Dinaud 
Plantation with her two daughters, Caterine and 
Suzanne, who were panting and breathless from 
having run a long distance, carrying bundles in 
their arms. 

"Eh ben !" cried out Clairette as she reached the 
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cabin door, "Fm tired!'* She stopped speaking 
and looked suspiciously at the assistant overseer 
of La Retraite. 

"Zemire's all right," said Colombe, who had in- 
terpreted her look. 

"Where's la Maitresse?" she continued, satisfied 
by Colombe's words. 

"I've saved something for her. I've brought 
Mam'zelle Alexine's wedding dress !" 

"She's not here, we've taken her to Limbe," an- 
swered Zeline. 

"They've eaten all the wedding cake, they've 
drunk all the wine!" blubbered out Caterine, half 
crying, half laughing, hysterical at the thought 
"Morico says he's the master, we're all free now !" 

"Hush, Caterine," commanded her mother, "he 
can't make us free. We'll go to Limbe to la Mai- 
tresse." She turned to Zeline. "I'll leave the 
wedding dress with you, Zeline, till the bad times 
are over. You know my mother, Tetesse, was 
Maitresse Josephine's nurse. When she died she 
made me promise to take good care of Mam'zelle 
Josephine. Poor Maitresse! Poor Maitresse!" 
The woman put her apron up to her eyes and wiped 
away the tears streaming down her cheeks. 
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**Stay here and rest and eat something," urged 
Zeline; "you can't go now before the sun goes 
down." 

Madame Dinaud's housekeeper and her daugh- 
ters consented to accept the hosfritality of the freed- 
womanu 

Alexine Dinaud's wedding dress was stored away 
in Zeline's cedar chest, from which, by the chain of 
circumstances, it never was reclaimed. 

Zemire had heard enough of the principal details 
of the insurrection without going further. He 
remained with his friends until the appK>inted hour 
of his meeting with Lefevre. 

In the meanwhile Paul had made a circuitous 
route by the Ravine-a-Champagne, east of the basin 
of La Trouble, and passed the edge of Morne-au- 
Miel to reach the village of Plaisance. 

As he came within sight of the Turpin Plantation 
there was a smell of charred wood in the air. Pass- 
ing further on, keeping within the cover of the high 
shrubberies, peering from behind the trees imtil 
he came within view of the dwelling of its owner, 
he stood horrified at the mass of blackened timbers 
from which smoke was slowly curling upward. 
Would this also' be the condition of La Retraite? 
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He continued on his way to the Ducasse Planta- 
tion, his mind fraught with terrible anxiety — a re- 
petition of the scene of desolation and destruction. 

With a heavy heart he turned towards La Re- 
traite. His own cabin lay still and silent. The 
nearer he approached to the dwelling of Philippic 
La Haye the sound of loudly-raised voices became 
more and more distinct. He dared go no- nearer 
than the huge cotton-silk tree at the entrance of the 
avenue. Hidden behind its huge body, his hands 
upon the pistols at his side, he could see that the 
veranda was filled with a number of dark, moving 
figures, cursing, yelling, quarreling, wildly gesticu- 
lating, as they emptied the jugs of liquor before 
them.. 

The overseer gnashed his teeth in anguish at his 
powerlessness to have protected the interest of his 
employer, while in his heart he was grateful to God 
for having effected the escape of Philippe La 
Haye's family. 

With the vision of old Canna dancing with the 
self-liberated slaves upon the veranda, Lefevre 
crawled slowly away from the place and took his 
way in the direction of the village of Plaisance; he 
reached it to find a few stragglers there who had 
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fled to the surrounding woods, as the militia had 
been overpowered by the greater number of the 
blacks whom Jean Francois had gathered to his 
standard marching towards Le Cap. 

To steady himself he took a drink of tafia from 
the flask which Antoine Pierrot had given him that 
morning at the inn, and at the appointed hour he 
joined the assistant overseer at their place of meet- 
ing. 

A deep ravine to one side, over which the dusk 
was now falling, the mountain stream rushing like 
a torrent, leaping over huge boulders, formed a 
high cascade; the gloom of the evening made of it 
a dreary, weird spot 

Despite the deafening roar of the waters, their 
hearing strained to every sound, the two men 
formed their plans as best they could for the pres- 
ent. Zemire was to go on at once to Limbe, there 
to procure a mule and proceed to Gonaives, where 
he might pMDSsibly meet Frangois La Haye; if not, 
then to Port-au-Prince to advise him of the stem 
necessity for his immediate return to his family. In 
the meanwhile Paul would prowl around the ad- 
joining parishes, and still be near enough to be at 
hand in case of some unlooked-for emergency to 
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give further assistance to the family of his em- 
ployer. 

The route of a messenger in the direction of Le 
Cap would be probably cut off, for, as he correctly 
supposed, the whole of the Plaine-du-Nord was in 
so disturbed a condition as to make the risk of 
doubtful issue. As Philippe La Haye was not to 
leave Le Cap before the next day, the attack on 
that city itself would be the only means by which 
he would be apprised of the extreme danger to his 
home. 

^ Great was the astonishment of Madame Dinaud 
to learn, after a few hours' rest at the Presbytery, 
from the good Cure Martin himself, of the arrival 
of her friends at the inn. She hastened to join 
them, with little Henri and Sairette; but greater 
surprise to her was to find there her three faithful 
servants, who at sight of their mistress knelt and 
kissed her hands. 

Clairette poured forth her own feelings in a mes- 
sage from Zeline to her mistress : 

"Tell la Maitresse, may God protect her! The 
whites have been our friends, we will protect them 
whenever we can !" 

Alarmed by the news from Plaisance that had 
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quickly spread among the cottagers, Christine, the 
daughter of Antoine Pierrot, had come with her 
little child to be under the care of her parents at the 
inn, for her husband was one of the militia of Limbe 
that was drilling at the time at Porte Margot. 
There had been left a few middle-aged men in the 
village, though in case of an unlooked for danger 
that might involve the parish of Limbe their ser- 
vices would be of little value. 

The hours wore heavily on to Madame La Haye, 
Mademoiselle Lenaire, and Leontine. Since the 
evening before they had received no direct com- 
munication from Lefevre, although they had 
learned from- their host that Zemire had stopped at 
the inn, and that he had left immediately for 
Gonaives, where he hoped to meet Frangois La 
Haye. 

Beneath the shade of a wide-spreading tree the 
children played quietly with their nurses, comforted 
with sweetmeats obtained by repeated visits to 
Renette's pantry. 

To all outward sign the parish of Limbe appeared 
to have escaped the terrible ordeal of her sister- 
parish, still it was strange that there had been no 
traveler that morning from the direction of Le Cap. 
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Two white men peddling merchandise stopped for 
their noonday meal at the inn. They reported that 
all was quiet in the southwesterly direction from 
which they had come. 

Madame La Haye watched in vain, hoping 
against hope for the arrival of her husband. 
Mademoiselle Lenaire was doubly concerned at the 
distressing circumstances of their situation, while 
Madame Dinaud planned the most advisable way 
in her own mind that would enable her to join her 
children at Le Cap. Lolo, for the sake of the 
others, kept her anxiety and grief within her own 
bosom, silently praying for a speedy reunion with 
father and lover. 

Thus the day wore into the night, bringing relief 
neither to mind nor heart, so that Eugenie La 
Haye determined that it would be wiser not to pro- 
ceed to her own plantation, but to remain where 
they were until they heard from the overseer of La 
Retraite. 

The night was a sleepless one to them all. What 
with the intense longing for the presence of her 
husband and thoughts of her son Louis, far across 
the blue waters of the Atlantic, — the gulf between 
mother and son seeming to be broadening wider 
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and wider, — outwardly calm, inwardly filled with 
the tumult of feeling that she could not quell, 
Eugenie La Haye sat out the hours of the night by 
the side of the window which looked upon the pub- 
lic road, until the morning star twinkled in the eact 
and the first roseate hue of the dawn appeared in 
the sky. 

Lost in thought, she was startled by the sound 
of horses' hoofs. Her heart beat with hopeful ex- 
f>ectancy. Some one was riding rapidly towards 
the inn. She leaned from the window, then quickly 
drew back, with a premonition of evil, as she saw a 
lad dismount from his horse, cry out something in 
a loud voice, the meaning of which she did not 
catch, as suddenly remount a saddle mule that was 
hitched to the post at the side of the inn, and ride 
off at as rapid a pace as he had come. The poor 
animal from which he had dismounted must have 
been ridden hard, for its flanks were flecked with 
white foam. 

"Monsieur Antoine, Monsieur Antoine!" she 
cried, "what has happened? Is there more dan- 
ger? 

"Yes, Madame !" exclaimed Pierrot as he entered 
the house to alarm the inmates of the approaching 
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danger; "to the church, to the church !" he shout- 
ed. "Two hundred men with sticks and weapons 
are on the road a mile beyond the bridge. Mouche 
Ducasse's Condot is at their head ! To the church, 
to the church! it's the safest place!" 

Poor Ma'am Pierrot, in her fright, mechanically 
jerked the frilled cap from the chest of drawers and 
tied it upon her head all awry, as with her daughter 
and grandchild and their guests she followed Pier- 
rot to the little church for safer refuge. 

The cottages were soon emptied of the women 
and children. The Cure Martin threw open the 
doors of the sacred edifice to the refugees trusting 
that the holiness of the sanctuary would prove — 
as it had so often done in other lands and other 
ag^s — a shelter from the mob. 

The two nurses with Clairette retreated to the 
cabin of the cook of Monsieur le Cure. 

"For if our own color finds us with our mistress- 
es," said the prudent Renette, "they'll kill us!" 

Antoine Pierrot and the few old men left at the 
village hid themselves in the thickest of a grove on 
the eastern side of the church. The Cure had 
scarcely bolted the church door when the sound 
as of rushing waters, the tramping of numberless 
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feet, grew louder and louder. Yells and curses 
rent the air on every side. The mob had reached 
the inn. A momentary lull, then a cry of rage; a 
word of command followed by curses, a rush to- 
wards the church, where the praying women and 
their little ones, clinging to their mothers terror- 
stricken, knew that the place of their refuge was 
discovered. 

Blows from heavy sticks fell upon the door at 
the entrance to the church, but the solid stoutness 
of the wood resisted the assault. Thicker and 
thicker they fell, to no avail. The assaulters stop- 
ped, baffled outside, while the good priest in the 
interior of the edifice stood in the midst of his flock 
comforting them through the terrible ordeaJ. A 
consultation among the leaders brought about 
another rush of overwhelming numbers. The door 
creaked on its hinges as the insurgents hurled 
themselves in a mass against it. Another attempt, 
with a third, the door fell in with a crash, and 
Condot, the leader, followed by as many of the 
rioters as could force an entrance to the interior, 
stepped across the fallen timber into the church. 

A shot from a pistol in the hands of a ruffian, and 
the missile had pierced the breast of poor Ma'am 
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Pierrot, who with a groan sank upon the floor; a 
few gasps, and she was beyond the aid of earthly 
assistance. 

"Stop, madmen!'' cried the Cure Martin in a 
loud voice, stepping in front of the mob and hold- 
ing aloft a crucifix. 

"In the name of God I command you to stop! 
Respect His church or His vengeance will fall upon 
you!" 

Taken aback by the courage of the priest. Con- 
dot and the other leaders of the revolted slaves 
arrested further movement of violence by their 
confederates. 

To the ignorant mind, be he worshiper of the 
real God or that of the pagan idol, particularly the 
voodoo, it is the threat of vengeance with swift 
punishment from an invisible superior Power that 
appeals more quickly to the superstitious fear of 
the individual. 

The effect was momentary, then Condot lifted 
his fist menacingly — 

"We'll do them no harm ! They must follow us ! 
If they don't get out of this church it will be the 
worse for them !" 

"Make way, then!" said the Cure Martin; then 
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turning to the women, — "Take courage, my chil- 
dren, and follow me." 

This command of the priest was immediately 
obeyed as they made an opening in the crowd for 
him to pass through with the trembling women 
and frightened children. The mob closed behind 
them, pushing them forward, they knew not whi- 
ther, only that for miles through the hot sun that 
had risen high up in the heavens poured the in- 
tenseness of heat upon their uncovered heads. 

The pebbles and stones cut through the thinn^s 
of the dainty slippers of the mistresses of the plan- 
tations. After a weary march, Condot halted the 
rioters and their defenseless prisoners tmder the 
shade of some trees near by a shallow stream. 

The women bathed their bruised and swollen 
feet in the cool water,- while their captors kept 
guard; the larger number of the revolted blacks 
disi>osed themselves to sleep away the effects of 
the strong liquors they had imbibed. 

"Ah ! Father, would that assistance might come 
to us!" said Madame La Haye to the Cure Martin; 
we are weary-worn, and the little ones can scarcely 
go any further!" 
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"Have courage, my child !" answered the priest. 
"Gcxi will not forsake us entirely !" 

"To be able to reach Port Margot and then join 
my daughters at Le Cap!" sighed poor Madame 
Dinaud, clasping the hand of little Henri within 
her own. Dudu clung to her sister while the other 
children were crying for something to eat, and one 
of the blacks, more kind-hearted than the rest of 
his companions, shook some cocoanuts from a tree 
near by and gave them to the little ones. 

After resting a while Condot roused his men 
from their slumbers and gave the order to march; 
when suddenly, from around a turn in the road, a 
troop of dragoons in the uniform of the Colonial 
Militia dashed into their midst, dispersing them to 
every side. They were as closely followed by two 
companies of infantry from Port Margot on their 
way to the village of the parish of Limbe. 

Dismayed at the suddenness of the shock and 
taken in ambush, Condot endeavored to rally the 
slaves, but a number of them only half awakened 
from the heaviness of drunken sleep made a vain 
attempt to fight, while others hurled their iron- 
tipped sticks at the foe. The onslaught of the 
cavalry trampled down all before them, cutting 
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right and left with their sabres; the shots of mus- 
ketry laying low numbers of the blacks as they 
were pursued by the rescuing party. 

After the pursuit of the revolted slaves Colonel 
DuPuit, commanding the rescuing i>arty, returned 
with his men to the trembling women and children, 
gathered together around their faithful pastor, who 
was still sustaining them with words of hope and 
encouragement. 

The Colonel dismounted and shook hands with 
the Ciu-e Martin. "Can it be possible !" he exclaim- 
ed, recognizing with astonishment Madame La 
Haye, "that yourself and friends have been exposed 
to so fearful a situation? Thank God that I have 
reached you in time to punish the accursed 
wretches ! What can I do to relieve you from this 
distress? Where is Monsieur, your husband?" 

Madame La Haye gave the full details of their 
flight from the plantations, with the cause of the 
absence of the two brothers from their homes, and 
the attack ui>on the church with its consequences, 
that gave a still graver expression to the counte- 
nance of the gallant soldier. 

A cry of delight made them all turn in time to see 
Dudu and little Henri clasped in the arms of their 
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nurses. Clairette and her two daughters who had 
followed their mistress at a safe distance, were 
standing beside them. 

"Myzette, the good St. Michael is come! See, 
he's a pretty soldier with straps on his shoulders !" 
cried out Dudu, hugging her nurse around the 
neck. 

"God be praised, little Mam'zelle!" said the 
faithful woman. • 

At that moment the figure of a man was seen 
rapidly coming down the road. He soon gained 
the side of Colonel DuPuit. 

"This is the man," said the soldier, "to whom 
you owe your rescue; he warned us of your danger. 
As we were returning from Port Margot, en route 
to the village, we met him as we were crossing the 
bridge over Les Trois Rivieres. He advised us to 
take this road. Would that we could have reached 
you sooner !" 

The newcomer was Lefevre, whose presence re- 
stored hope once more to the family of the master 
of La Retraite. 

Though they were within two miles of the plan- 
tation of Frangois La Haye, Madame Dinaud could 
not be prevailed upon to share the hospitality of her 
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friend so intense was her eagerness to reach Port 
Margot, where sh^ hoped to procure transportation 
by water to Le Cap. Her distress at the separation 
from her daughters was so great that it was deemed 
advisable that she should accept the escort offered 
by Colonel DuPuit to conduct her thither. 

The women and children who had been joyfully 
reunited to their husbands and fathers, many of 
whom comfHDsed the rescuing party, knelt upK>n 
the ground as the good Cure returned thanks to 
God for their deliverance and bestowed upon them 
his pastoral benediction. 

"Au revoir, my friends,'' said Madame Dinaud 
as she parted from them. Few were the words 
spoken, for when the heart is filled with the uncer- 
tainty of the future, speech is often denied. 

So the friends bade farewell when they came to 
the end of the road that led to separate paths. 

Separated to meet when? Where? Perhaps at 
some distant day — perhaps never. Who could tell 
what the future held in store for them? Would 
it be a tale of weal or of greater woe, that a few 
months would unfold? Human destinies woven in 
an unraveled mesh of disaster, over which the All- 
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seeing Eye of the Master of the universe could 
alone behold ! 

In the early hour of the morning of the next day 
Pierrot stood by the remains of his wife over which- 
the Cure Martin told the "Requiescat in pace" of 
a departed soul. 

The glory of a new-awakening day tipped with 
its brightness the gilded cross upon the low steeple 
of the little church in the village of Limbe; it shone 
over the resting place of the good Melanie, beside 
which stood her sorrowing husband and daughter 
and her faithful servant Rennette, sobbing as if 
her heart would break. 

When the church had been deserted by the com- 
mand of Condot, Rennette had stayed within its 
precincts with Marie Jeanne, the Cure's cook; she 
had kept watch beside the body of her unfortunate 
mistress, rocking herself to and fro as she mur- 
mured between her sobs, "Poor Maitresse! Poor 
Maitresse! They killed her but she was good to 
Rennette!'' 
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"adieu, ma belle isle" 

Jean pRANgois increased the ranks of the re- 
volted slaves under his command by additional 
recruits from the different plantations along his 
line of march. At the crossing of two roads in the 
parish of Alcul that led to the Plaine-du-Nord he 
was joined by Morico and Christophe. 

Vain was the attempt of the militia to make a 
stand against them; outnumbered, they fled to- 
wards Le Cap, where they gave the alarm of the 
threatened invasion of that metropolis. 

The six thousand troops that had been brought 
to that port from France during the winter had 
been apportioned to the different garrisons upon 
the island. There remained at Cape Frangois one 
thousand of the regulars, reinforced by the militia 
of the Plaine-du-Nord. Jean Francois and his 
followers appeared upon the plain of Le Cap, tra- 
versed La Gorge de St. Rose, where numerous 
defiles through the mountain surrounding the city 



Digitized 



by Google 



<<ADIEn, HA BELLE ISLE" 173 

gave access to it and other parts of its neighbor- 
hood. In this way the revolted chief thought to 
gain possession of Le Cap and give it over to de- 
struction. 

Flushed with the delusion of success, frenzied 
with the excitement of self-liberation, Jean Fran- 
cois entered with his undisciplined mass of insur- 
gent rebels one of these mountain defiles, where 
unexi>ectedly they found themselves confronted by 
La Poste de la Lanerie. The guns of the fort 
poured a raking fire of grape and shot into their 
ranks. They scattered and fell back, but were 
finally rallied to join Morico, who with several hun- 
dred men had attempted an entrance to the city 
by the way of the cemetery of La Fossette. 

A sudden sally of French troops from this direc- 
tion caused the complete rout of the insurgents, 
many of whom paid the forfeit of their lives, while 
others found refuge in the secret hiding places of 
the mountains, where under their different chiefs 
they continued to make sorties upon all the neigh- 
boring plantations, that filled the parishes of the 
Plaine-du-Nord with consternation and terror. 

A week had elapsed since the morning on which 
Madame La Haye had returned to her home with 
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her husband's family, during which the days and 
hours had dragged along slowly. 

Faithful to the promise he had given his master, 
Cesar redoubled his vigilance at the lodge entrance 
of the avenue, kept a sharp eye over the household 
servants, and also upon the laborers in the field. 
His presence at the latter place proving for the 
time being of great assistance to Bernard, the over- 
seer; and by his influence maintaining order 
amongst those of his own race. 

It was the early part of the month of September; 
the day had been sultry, a lingering of the August 
sun relieved in the afternoon by a light shower of 
rain; the foliage of the trees was still dripping 
with the rain drops. 

Cesar left the care of the lodge to his son Pierre 
and strode a half mile beyond the grounds of the 
dwelling-house. The confidential servant unloosed 
his shirt bosom and wiped his brow with a red and 
blue striped handkerchief that Rose, his wife, had 
hemmed so carefully for him that morning, as he 
leaned against the body of a large caimito tree. 
In the stealing shadows of the twilight objects 
were becoming less and less distinct, but not so 
great that, hearing the sound of voices, he could 
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plainly discern the figures of six men coming down 
the road towards him. He glided noiselessly be- 
hind the tree, crawled closer into the shrubbery, 
until he was completely hidden from view, to- listen 
and catch if possible the meaning of their words, 
for they were talking and gesticulating wildly. 
They had not seen him. 

Unconscious of the nearness of a listener, they 
stopped beneath the same tree that Cesar had quit- 
ted; lowering their voices, they continued talking. 
Cesar strained his hearing to ascertain the entire 
meaning of their speech, although he had heard 
enough to convince him that the evil stalking 
abroad threatened the family and estate of his own 
master. He recognized these men; they were 
slaves of the La Haye Plantation. Their revela- 
tions filled him with horror. The faithful man 
started to make himself known and to stop them in 
the villainy of their purpose, but he was only one 
to six, and unarmed; so with abated breath he lis- 
tened eagerly until the whole plot had been im- 
folded. 

As soon as the men had left the spot and were 
lost to sight he made his way rapidly towards the 
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lodge, spoke a few hurried words to Pierre, and 
started up the avenue for the dwelling-house. 

It was too late to warn Bernard, the overseer. 
He must run his chances. The first consideration 
must be for his mistress and her family. Giving- 
the alarm to Rose, his wife, he sought the presence 
of Madame La Haye, to whom he communicated 
that which he had overheard, and urged an imme- 
diate flight. It being near the hour of the evening 
meal the table was set as usual to disarm suspicion 
of the rest of the household servants, who imme- 
diately after were dismissed to their quarters. 
Rose and Nannette made hasty preparations for 
their escape, bundling up some necessary clothing, 
and providing a basket with provisions which they 
could conveniently carry. 

Leaving the lights unextinguished in the dwell- 
ing, the mistress of the plantation, with her rela- 
tives, and the devoted Myzette, stole quietly down 
the avenue in the lead of their faithful Cesar, his 
wife and children. Pierre closed noiselessly behind 
them the heavy gates of the avenue entrance that 
would never again swing open to welcome the 
master and mistress of the plantation at Limbe. 

Cutting off to the right of the road, they scaled 
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a log-wcxxl hedge and plunged into the depths of 
the woods, Pierre cautiously peering into the dark- 
ness to remove obstructions of limbs of trees that 
laid in the way. Wearied with fatigue, nerven 
strain-ed with the emergency of their escape, they 
arrived at a cave that rose cheerlessly before them-. 
They were still shivering with the dampness that 
clung to the heavy, drooping foliage, the humidity 
of the atmosphere, intensified by the afternoon's 
rain. 

The gleam of a star shining here and there 
through the broken branches of the trees, that 
stood like huge sentinels guarding their retreat, 
alone gave light, until at last Cesar and Pierre 
succeeded in kindling a fire amidst the dismal 
gloom. 

The leaping flames threw grotesque figures into 
the interior of the cavern that made Dudu nestle 
more closely in the arms of her nurse. 

A fortnight had passed, and their retreat had 
remained undiscovered. The stock of provisions 
becoming exhausted was replenished by nightly 
excursions of Cesar, who would wander forth and 
return laden with plantains, grape-fruit, and others 
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that were indigenous to the s<m1 of the mountain 
districts. 

On the second day of their escape Pierre had 
been sent in the direction of Port Margot to try 
and ascertain the whereabouts of the La Haye 
brothers, but so far had not returned with the de- 
sired information. 

Madame La Haye and Mademoiselle Lenaire 
kept up a courageous endurance under the severe 
ordeal. Leontine's spirits were so depressed by 
this rude separation from her father and lover that 
the despair of a reunion with them was settling 
upon the young girl's soul. She would make vain 
attempts at light speech, then would relapse for 
hours into a state of apathy from which it was 
hard to arouse her. 

One evening his mistress took Cesar apart and 
spoke to him hopelessly of their condition. 

"Go,*' she said, "leave us and find your master. 
We can bear this no longer!" 

"Patience, Maitresse, a little longer!" the poor 
servant clasped his hands supplicatingly, while tears 
coursed down his dusky visage. "I gave my prom- 
ise to my master! I cannot leave you ! The good 
God will help us!" 
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Mademoiselle Lenaire, who had overheard the 
conversation, came forward : 

"Listen to Cesar, Eugenie," she said; "for the 
sake of Lolo and Dudu. We must keep up our 
courage!" 

The former smiled sadly as her kinswoman kissed 
her upon the forehead. 

"I cannot tell you, Louise, of the terrible weight 
that is oppressing mind and body; it is like a pall 
of blackness that is covering me with its folds. 
My son's absence from the island is about the only 
ray of comfort that I can see. I have striven 
in vain to conquer my feelings but " she press- 
ed her lips tightly together to stifle that for which 
she could find no words. 

Cesar's words were prophetic, for that very 
night, under the cover of darkness, Pierre was lead- 
ing two men towards their rude abode; when his 
father, gathering the fruit of a gjape-tree a quarter 
of a mile beyond the cave felt a hand placed upon 
his shoulder. He turned quickly around, and in 
the dim light of the stars he thought he beheld his 
master. 

"Ah! my Master! The good God be thanked!" 
he cried, falling on his knees.. 
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"No, no, Cesar; not your master," answered 
the voice of Philippe La Haye. 

"Mouche Philippe, where's the Master?" ex- 
claimed the negro, springing to his feet, the intui- 
tion of evil taking possession of him. "What is 
the matter, Mouche Philippe?" as the master of 
La Retraite leaned heavily against him. "Are you 
sick? Sit down upon the stump of this tree and 
rest." 

Lefevre, who was following with Pierre, reached 
the side of his employer at this moment. 

"Monsieur," he said, "rest a while, you are too 
overcome, it has made you faint. Take a drink of 
this eau-de-vie, it will revive you," and he held the 
flask to the lips of Philippe. 

"I feel better now," said Philippe, as he made an 
effort to rise. "I can remain here no longer. Let 
me hasten to my children — time enough has been 
lost." 

While they were si>eaking, Pierre had taken his 
father aside and explained the strange conduct of 
his master's brother, which so overcame the pKX>r 
man that as he led the way towards the cave he 
could only articulate: 

"Poor Master ! Poor Maitresse !" 
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Supported by Lefevre, Philippe followed in the 
rear of Cesar and his son. Rose, who was picking 
up fagots on the outside of the cave, caught sight 
of the approaching figures, and joyfully ran to 
announce the approach of her master and his bro- 
ther. The little child and Lolo ran out to greet 
the newcomers with Mademoiselle Lenaire; but 
Madame La Haye stopped motionless at the en- 
trance of the cave. 

What was it that kept her back? Was it the 
gush of a sudden joy that held her in its sway, or 
was it the premonition of that which was to shadow 
her life with a burden of sorrow. Controlling her- 
self she made one step forward, and then drew back 
— from the group of advancing figures her husband 
was missing ! The knell of a fading hope fell upon 
her heart ! 

Why did he not come? Her eyes asked the 
question ere her lips could frame the words, as she 
clasped the hand of her brother-in-law. 

"He is not with you !" 

The brother in the joy of reunion with his chil- 
dren had hearkened for the moment but to the 
voice of parental love; the words of his brother's 
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wife recalled him to the terrible reality ol the sor- 
row that was to blight her life. 

"Frangois," he answered slowly, his face turning 
to an ashen hue, **niy brother — he will — ^never — *' 
there was no need for fiuther explanation; the in- 
stinct of her wifely heart was true to itself. 

"They have killed him !" she cried, and looked in 
mute supplication from one to the other as they 
stood around her. Alas! their bowed heads told 
the tale. 

The rushing of wings seemed to hold her in their 
close embrace; her heart was turning to stone, 
she was clinging, grasping at something to drive 
away this disordered phantom that had arisen so 
cruelly before her. A mist clouded her vision, her 
form swayed to one side, she was caught in the 
arms of Rose, — and knew nothing more. 

Anxious were the hearts that watched for days 
over the rough couch of Eugenie La Haye. It 
was only when the name of her son was spoken 
by Lolo that the maternal heart awakened to the 
reality that in her absent child life still held for her 
the solace of hope. 

When Lefevre arrived at Port Margot with 
Madame Dinaud and little Henri, after leaving his 
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employer's family within safe approach to the plan- 
tation at Limbe, he met, as he had hoped for, 
Philippe La Haye, who had reached there by the 
water route from Le Cap. The attack on Cape 
Frangois, with wild rumors of the fate of the pro- 
prietors of the plantations in the parish of Plai- 
sance and those of the Plaine-du-Nord, intensified 
his anxiety for the fate of his own family. The 
travel by road from the city of Cape Frangois to 
either the villages of Plaisance or Limbe could not 
be taken, as the whole of the route was infested by 
marauding bands of the self-liberated slaves. 
Therefore his joy was great at this unexpected 
meeting with the overseer of his plantation, who 
gave him all desired information. He had but a 
few words of speech with his old friend Josephine 
Dinaud, which was but a hurried interview, as she 
was compelled to depart for Le Cap at once. He 
immediately started with Lefevre for the plantation 
at Limbe. When on the route they encountered 
Zemire, who advised them of the military promo^ 
tion of Frangois La Haye; the latter had been 
compelled to proceed at once to Port-de-Paix, 
there to take command of the militia forces of the 
northwestern part of the island. In the meanwhile 
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Zemire had taken the road to the plantation of 
Franc;ois La Haye with a letter from the master 
to the mistress of the plantation. Impressed that 
his family had found for the time a safe refuge at 
his brother's home, Philippe thought it advisable 
to communicate in person with Frangois before 
joining his family at Limbe. 

The rebel slaves, nothing daunted, had rallied 
their forces, and meeting with unopposed march 
in the vicinity of Borgne, made depredations on the 
plantations along that district. With a detachment 
marching towards Limbe, in the hope of joining his 
wife, Franqois encountered a large number of the 
blacks; a fight ensued, in which a poisoned spear 
of the lance-wood tree, hurled by one of the blacks, 
entered the region of his heart. He reeled from 
his saddle and fell to the side of the road just as 
his brother and Lefevre had reached the si>ot, in 
the midst of the melee, in time to see him fall, to 
drag his body further into the woods from off the 
road, and only to catch the last gasp of the dying 
man. 

The militia, infuriated by the loss of their com- 
mander, fought with such relentless charges upon 
the blacks that they were put to flight, but from the 
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lateness and exigency of the hour the body of 
Francois La Haye was buried near Port-de-Paix. 

After consultation with Lefevre, the morning 
following the evening they had joined the refugees 
at the cave, it was decided that they should all push 
further into the mountains in a westerly direction, 
to try if possible to reach either the seaport town 
of the Mole St. Nicolas or Port-de-Paix, where 
they hoped that means of escape to some other 
island in the Caribbean Sea could be effected. Be- 
sides which, the place of their refuge was becoming 
perilous, the danger of their retreat being discover- 
ed by the advancing blacks, who were infesting in 
greater numbers the mountain fastnesses. Ruined 
in fortune by the destruction of their estates and 
the disturbed condition of the island, i>eril dogging 
their footsteps at every turn, this course was the 
only feasible one that they could pursue. 

Poor Lolo submitted in silence to the inevitable 
course of circumstances that had arisen between 
herself and her lover. 

On the morning that Philippe La Haye left 
Cape Franqois for Port Margot, Colonel de Gram- 
mont had been ordered with his command to quell 
the rebellion in the parishes of the Plaine-du-Nord. 
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From that time no news had been received or 
could be ascertained of either himself cm* his where- 
abouts. 

Accordingly, guided by Cesar and Pierre, the 
little party arrived at the extreme northwestern 
point of the Ciboa range, and encamped in the 
midst of a forest of lofty pines, forty to sixty feet 
in height, of virgin growth, with the gri-gri of the 
mountain wide-spreading cedars of various species, 
also other woods that abound in mountainous dis- 
tricts. 

Here they were left by their guides, who were 
sent forward to watch the coast between Mole St. 
Nicolas and Port-de-Paix, to find means for their 
escape to Martinique, Cuba, or any other of the 
islands of the Antilles, until order should be re- 
stored upon their own, enabling them to return in 
safety tp their abandoned homes. 

At the end of the week, at the hour of midnight, 
Cesar returned alone. He was breathless from 
hard running, and overwrought by excitement. 

"Come, Mouche Philippe, come, Maitresses, 
come at once; there's an American bark in the 
Bay of Port-de-Paix; she will take up her anchor 
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early in the morning. Pierre will meet us with a 
canoe at the river Moustique." 

As the ray of light that suddenly pierces the 
blackness of the surcharged cloud, they hailed with 
joy the announcement of release from their im- 
prisonment in the mountains. 

Rose, Nannette, and Myzette quickly gathered 
the little that they had saved — a few articles of 
clothing and a box of jewels. Dudu sprang into 
the outstretched arms of Paul Lefevre as they pre- 
pared to depart. 

Crossing a plain that extended from the moun- 
tain range to the sea, they started back in terror — 
there had been a recent fight on the spot, for the 
bodies of two or three men in the uniform of the 
National Government were stretched rigidly upon 
the ground. One was that of a French officer, 
which attracted their attention. Philippe La Haye 
and Mademoiselle Lenaire stopped a moment to 
look upon his face. What consternation! The 
latter threw her handkerchief quickly over the face 
of the dead man to hide it from one who was fol- 
lowing closely in her footsteps. Too late! A 
shriek broke the stillness of the night; the young 
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girl had seen and recognized the features of her 
betrothed, Raoul de Grammont. 

There was no time for hesitancy, none to indulge 
in grief over a loved one. The risk of discovery 
would pay the forfeit of their lives. Louise Le^- 
naire placed her hand over the mouth of her niece 
to smother the cries that again arose to her lips; 
half-carrying, half-dragging the fainting form of 
Leontine La Haye, they reached the back of the 
river where Pierre awaited them. The faithful 
slaves could not be prevailed upon to leave their 
master and mistresses. 

"No," they exclaimed with one voice, "we'll fol- 
low you, don't leave us behind !" 

With muffled oars the canoe passed from the 
waters of the river Moustique into the Bay of Port- 
de-Paix. The mastheads of an American vessel 
loomed up before them; they were welcomed on 
board by the generous hearted captain, who pro- 
tected them as he folded around them the stars 
and stripes of a great Republic. 

The sails were unfurled, the anchor was weighed, 
when a small boat was sighted laden with cabbages, 
making its way from the shore towards the vessel. 
A negro woman was rowing with all her might and 
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waving her hand to attract their attention. When 
the small craft had gained the side of the bark she 
raised a little white boy in her arms, who had been 
concealed at the bottom of the boat beneath the 
pile of cabbages, and as one of the sailors extended 
his arms to catch the child she cried out : 

**Take him, good Mouche; he's got no father, 
no mother! I've saved him. God will bless you!" 

Having fulfilled her mission, the courageous 
negress, who at the risk of her own life had saved 
that of the helpless o-ne of another race, rowed 
rapidly back to the shore from whence she had 
come. 

Great was the joy of the La Haye family to 
meet upon the deck of the American bark their 
friend Dr. Le Sire, ith his family, amongst a 
number of other refugees who had been so fortu- 
nate to escape from their ruined plantations. 

Ere the vessel had passed from the peaceful 
waters of the bay into the broader expanse of the 
sea, the sun shone forth in all the glory of another 
day, streaming upon the hills and plains. His 
rays gilded the tops of the tropical foliage, crown- 
ing the crest of the mountains as they rose majes- 
tically from above the level of the sea. The reced- 
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ing shores of Ste. Domingne, the Queen of the 
Antilles, were lost to view. 

While Mademoiselle Lenaire remained in the 
cabin beside her grief-stricken niece, Philippe La 
Haye with his sister-in-law Eugenie, Lefevre with 
the child clasping her little arms around his neck, 
and their faithful slave stood upon the deck to 
catch a last glimpse of the beloved isle. 

And now there remained but the faint outlines 
of the island whereon the daughter of France had 
found her happiest days ere the weight of the rod 
had pressed the burden of sorrow to her breaking 
heart. A vain longing for that which was never 
to be hers again, the vision of a happiness that was 
to be but a memory. Her lips i>arted as she mur- 
mured : 

"Adieu, ma belle Isle! Adieu, ma belle Isle!" 
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CHAPTER XVII 

IN THE SNARE OF THE ENEMY 

In THE stillness of a June night of 1792 the 
clear light of a full moon streamed down upon the 
waters of the coast lying between the Mole St. 
Nicolas and the Port-de-Paix; the rippling waves 
bathed the shore with silvery sheen, the calm of 
rest was upon the sea, the mountains shadowed 
in the mirror of its surface; 

The night smiled in mockery upon the hidden 
whirlpool of destruction engulfing the souls of 
men. Such were the thoughts of an officer of dra- 
goons of the Colonial Militia who with folded 
arms stood upon the shore, his eyes wandering 
from the brightness of the planet down to the 
waves washing the beach. Despite his motionless 
attitude the vigilance of his hearing was keenly on 
the alert. He started suddenly and looked about 
him suspiciously. Not a shadow, save those of 
two guards, walking the beat of patrol duty; noth- 
ing skulking behind the bushes, or the horse stand- 
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ing quietly tied to a slender sapling at no distance 
off would have shown some sign of fear. He 
moved a few paces towards the guards, but the 
spell of the night was upon him, and he stopped as 
a rush of memories flooded his soul. 

That sound again ! The groan of a human being 
in pain ! This time he quickened his steps in the 
direction of the sentinels, and after a few moments' 
parley he bade them follow him to the spot from 
whence the sound proceeded. 

"Some cursed black has got his deserts!'.' ex- 
claimed one of the guards as he ripped out a fierce 
oath. 

"It may be a comrade in distress. We must 
hasten to his relief!" spoke the officer. 

The two men shook their heads doubtingly as 
to the comradeship of the sufferer, whose moans 
were getting fainter the nearer that they approach- 
ed the spot. As they parted the bushes, the rays 
of the moon fell upon the prostrate form of a man 
of mixed color, writhing in terrible agony. His 
right arm and leg were crushed, while from a pur- 
plish swollen spot upon his forehead the blood was 
slowly oozing. With his unmaimed hand he was 
vainly endeavoring to brush away the flies and 
insects that were buzzing in swarms around him. 
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"He's one of the chiefs ! He's Morico, the leader 
of the revolt in Plaisance !'* cried out Jean Batiste, 
the elder of the two guards. 

At the sound of a human voice the dying man 
made an effort to raise himself. 

"Kill me! Let me die!" he moaned piteously. 

"I must speak to the man ! Step back a pace !" 
cried Louis La Haye to the two guards. "Morico/' 
he said, his voice almost stifled with emotion,, 
"Morico, where are ?'' 

Too late for speech ! But not too late even in 
his torture, for the confidential overseer of the 
Plantation Dinaud to recognize the features of the 
young master of the plantation of Limbe. Into the 
glazed eyes of the man there came a momentary 
gleam of wicked triumph. He tried to raise him- 
self again, but with a groan fell back upon the 
ground; a convulsive shudder of the frame and 
Morico was beyond the recall of mortal man. 

Sickened by the sight, the officer and the two 
guards hastily left the spot, the latter to return to 
the watchfulness of their beat, the former to pace 
the beach with restless steps, his soul tumultuous 
with doubt and suspense, until the morning star, 
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glittering brightly in the eastern sky, awoke him 
to the realization that the sorrow of the heart must 
be stilled in the discharge of duty. 

Thus ended the ambitious career of the confi- 
dential overseer of the Dinaud Plantation, who in 
turn for freedom given him by his master had plot- 
ted the destruction of that master's family, reaping 
the reward of treachery and misplaced confidence 
that had borne the fulness of its own fruit. 

Over the homes of Ste. Domingue the storm 
had swept with its relentless force. Truly had the 
words of Morico and his confederates in the market 
of La Place Clugny been fulfilled; from one end of 
the island to the other Freedom spread her banner 
of liberation over thousands of bondaged souls, to 
drag it through a mire of degradation in the crim- 
son tide of helpless humanity. 

Well might another Roland, lamenting the un- 
bridled license of human passions, cry out, "O 
Liberty! What crimes are committed in thy 
name!" 

The battle at Limbe resulted in the defeat of the 
blacks. The Assemblies held at Le Cap, April 
eighth of the same year, refused to recog^ze the 
decree of equal representation for the freedmen of 
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color again demanded by France. These then 
united with the blacks inaugurating a series of hos- 
tilities, the rushing torrent of which uprooted all 
fruit of labor; crops remained unharvested, imple- 
ments of work were laid aside for the rough usages 
of bandit warfare. Numbers of the planters and 
merchants escaped in American vessels from the 
Mole St. Nicolas and other points along the coast. 
Some were driven into the towns, while, alas! the 
fate of others less fortunate — as the family of Du- 
casse, with their bright, happy-hearted daughter 
Juliette — remained a mystery to their relatives and 
friends. 

Families were torn apart, friendship became a 
memory until the closed volume of life will be 
opened in another world, revealing not only the 
secrets of hearts but those of nations. 

From out this chaos of lawlessness and horror 
into which the rival chiefs had plunged the Queen 
of the Antilles, arose one man, who, whether from 
personal ambition or purer motive, placed himself 
at the head of the negro forces of the northern 
section of the island; a slave upon the plantation 
of the Comte de Noe, above the ordinary of his 
race, a black of keen intelligence and some educa- 
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tion, Toussaint L'Ouverture headed the revolt. 
Unlike Henri Christophe, before raising his stand- 
ard of freedom he secured the escape of his master^s 
family. While the name of Toussaint has evoked 
the sympathy and praise of History, that of Chris- 
tophe is blackened by the brutish nature of the 
man who built the walls of his famous citadel with 
the groans and anguish of his own race, construct- 
ed the palace of Sans-Souci, whose ruins attest its 
past grandeur, to make of it a funeral pyre for his 
own self-destruction. 

The six thousand troops sent over to the Island 
of Ste. Domingue by France were reinforced by 
a few more regiments, but their ranks were reduced 
and thinned by diseases peculiar to the climate. 
Unfamiliar with the secret fastnesses of the moun- 
tains, the blacks had the advantage. 

At the same time, the mother country was herself 
torn with the contending factions of a civil revolu- 
tion and the furnishing of troops for the campaigns 
of Bonaparte. The fair isle was left to her fate, 
and the wealth of the Island of Ste. Domingue, 
the Queen of the Antilles, passed from France for- 
evermore. 

Madame Dinaud and little Henri reached Le Cap 
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safely, where they were received by her daughters 
and the Le Grands as one arisen from the dead. 

The second attack upon Le Cap led Monsieur Le 
Grand to prevail upon his wife's niece and her chil- 
dren to seek protection elsewhere with his wife and 
himself until all disturbance should be quelled 
upon the island. The day previous to their em- 
barkation for Cuba, Alexine Dinaud and Gustave 
were quietly married. The bells of the little church 
of the parish of Plaisance were silent and the wed- 
ding dress of Alexine lay folded in the chest of 
Zeline Latour, amidst the passage of the years. 
Their departure from the island was the knell to 
Adele's secret love for Louis La Haye. 

Afar in La Vendee reports of the disturbed con- 
dition of his native isle had reached Louis; he bade 
adieu to his mother's godfather and set out at once 
for Nantes. Arriving there in a state of intense 
anxiety, he hastened to the commercial house of 
Durand Freres, but obtaining through them no 
tidings of his parents, he was about to embark on 
the ship UEtoile du Nord, when he was seized with 
a spell of sickness, which delayed his departure for 
the West Indies until December. He arrived at 
the Mole St. Nicolas at the beginning of January. 
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Discouraged and despairing by the fearful accounts 
of the fate of the planters' families, he joined and 
was made captain of a company of dragoons sta- 
tioned at Port-de-Paix, at which place he learned 
of the death of his father. 

Thus another year glided along. The year 1793 
not only witnessed the execution of Louis XVI., 
with the downfall of the house of Bourbon in 
France, but war was formerly declared between 
France and England. This declaration jeopardized 
the commerce of both nations. The merchant ship 
became the prey of the privateers that challenged 
the passage of the high seas. Across the waters 
boomed the roar of cannon belching forth grape 
and shot, making havoc of trade. 

A two-masted vessel was cruising upon the 
waters of the Caribbean Sea to the south of Spanish 
Santo Domingo, in direct course to Port Royal, 
Jamaica. The brig was a privateer, carrying eight 
guns and fifty-five men, under the flag of France. 
A young man in the uniform of the marine service 
was lying in a hammock stretched across the quar- 
ter deck of the vessel, heedless of the scene of 
revelry and feasting of the officers and men upon 
her deck. 
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He was not in sympathy with his companions, 
only mom-entarily diverted by the conduct of some 
poor fellow, exhilarated by the influence of the wine 
that had been dispensed more liberally on that 
particular evening. The thoughts of Louis La 
Haye were not only upon the difference of condi- 
tion that the sweeping change of the years had 
brought to him, but more on an unlooked for 
meeting of a recent date with Zemire Coulson, the 
result of which had made it advisable for Louis to 
leave the island and be transferred to the marines 
of the French Privateer Le Terreur that had put 
into the harbor of Mole St. Nicolas. 

Disgusted, desperate, his body bearing the cuts 
of the enemy, whom he had fought from parish to 
parish, after vainly endeavoring to gain information 
of his family, he exchanged the warfare of the land 
for one of as equal risk upon the sea. 

It was at the Mole that he had suddenly come 
face to face with Zemire, who cried out at sight of 
him: 

"Mouche Louis, Mouche Louis ! God be praised 
I have found you at last !" 

From the assistant overseer he learned of the 
flight of his mother and his uncle's family from La 
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Retraite; of Zemire's visit to the plantation at 
Limbe, to find it deserted, with no clue as to the 
whereabouts or the ultimate fate of the fleeing in- 
mates. 

Louis urged this devoted man to leave the island 
with himself, but he could not be prevailed upon 
to do so, retaining the hoi>e that one day the island 
would be again in a settled condition and that he 
would again meet with the master of La Retraite. 

The spray from the sea cooled the fevered brow 
of Louis, and there crept into his soul the vision of 
loved forms; the soft, candid eyes of Lolo seemed 
to look down upon him; he could almost fed the 
little arms of Dudu twining themselves around his 
neck, and the childish voice calling to him from 
a distant bourne, *'Come, my cousin!" 

The noise of the revelers grew fainter and faint- 
er, until they seemed to die away in the distance; 
he awoke, startled by a rough hand that shook 
him by the shoulders. 

"What, sleeping, comrade? Join us; let us feast 
while we may; we don't know what to-morrow 

will bring, some d Britisher!" the man broke 

into a hoarse laugh as Louis shook him off. Heap- 
ing more curses upon His Majesty of Great Britain, 
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the man moved towards his other comrades, his 
unsteady gait swaying with the motion of the 
vessel. 

Rudely awakened from the sleep into which he 
had fallen, Louis La Haye listened half dreamily 
to the splashing of the waves against the side of the 
ship, when the cry "Ship ahead !" from the man at 
the masthead made him leap from out the ham- 
mock and run to larboard. 

Bearing in their direction was the distinct outline 
of a one-masted, jib-stayed vessel. Thfe sun had 
sunk low into the water, and the lingering rays 
gilded the crested waves upon the horizon. 

"To leeward !" shouted the watch. 

Captain Froissart, the commander of the priva- 
teer, sighted the sail with his glass; he lowered it 
and stepped back a pace as he addressed the lieu- 
tenant of marines, who wa^ standing at his side: 

"An easy prize; she is an Indian merchantman, 
flying the British colors !" 

The two vessels were now about sixteen miles 
apart. The order was given to make ready few- 
action on board the privateer as she bore down 
upon the merchantman, who showed no signs of 
uneasiness at the approach of an enemy; the latter 
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had not increased her weight of canvas, but was 
sailing steadily along without altering her course. 

Evidently she was from India, as matting cov- 
ered her bulwarks, and was probably en route for 
the United States of America, by way of Jamaica. 

Le Terreur gained rapidly upon the other ship; 
the gunners stood at their gtms, confident that one 
or two broadsides and the prize was theirs. Lights 
glimmered abaft the quarter deck of the British 
ship; she continued to keep the privateer to lee- 
ward. As the foremost gun of the latter was 
abreast the merchantman. Captain Froissart hailed 
her in broken English. 

"Ship ahoy! What ship's that?" 

"His British Majesty's Ship IrisT was the reply 

The matting was torn from off the bulwarks of 
the Iris, and before the astonished Frenchmen 
could recover their surprise, her guns, which had 
been trained aft on purpose, poured a heavy broad- 
side into the sides of Le Terreur, to the indig^tion 
and consternation of Froissart and his crew, who 
found themselves ensnared by a British man-of- 
war, a corvette carrying eighteen guns. 

The broadside was repeated as the two vessels 
met. The Iris rained grapve and canister from her 
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Upper deck, which Le Terreur returned with des- 
perate courage until the privateer was totally dis- 
masted, with seven of her guns dismounted. The 
captain of the Iris ran his ship aboard the French- 
man. Leading his men, he leaped aboard the pri- 
vateer, when there followed a hand-to-hand fight. 
The Frenchmen were taken aback by the impetu- 
onsness of the Englishmen's charge. Captain 
Froissart was killed upon the spot; the thirty sur- 
vivors of Le Terreur were overpowered and handed 
as prisoners into the forehold of the Iris. 

At daybreak the next morning Port Royal was 
sighted. The Iris landed her prisoners, transfer- 
ring them to the pontoons or prison ships, of Ja- 
maica. These were composed of hulks of disabled 
vessels anchored in the lagoon in full sweep of 
Fort Augusta, half-way between Kingstown and 
Port Royal. The latter place is a strip, or sand- 
bank, located between the sea and the lagoon, 
forming a natural protection for the former town 
from the inroads and depredations of an enemy. 

This bank stretches out into the sea, the heavy 
swell, of the Caribbean washing its shores, with 
treacherous coral reefs rising out of the water for 
miles around, some visible only by the breaking 



Digitized 



by Google 



204 TJNBEB TEE BABKNEBS OF NIGHT 

of the lashing waves over them. To reach the har- 
bor of the lagoon vessels were compelled to run 
the end of the sandbank of this peninsula, so fa- 
mous in West Indian story for the execution of 
pirates and the place for the storage of prizes 
with their booty captured upon the high seas. 

Amid scenes of tyrannous imprisonment Louis 
was reduced to a state of despondency; the dirt 
and filth of these prison ships were a hideous real- 
ity that revolted his inmost soul. 

Days, weeks, months elapsed, — ^the dreary, tor- 
turing hours of imprisonment drove him almost 
to despair. Daily a fellow prisoner was dying, 
stricken down by diseases ag^nst which they could 
not combat; and as Louis sat up in the hours of 
the night after closing the eyes of a victim to 
prison slaughter, he brooded over his fearful con- 
dition, that had become less and less endurable. 

"Would that it had been myself that had died 
instead of my comrade!" he hopelessly murmured. 
"Better death than this despair settling in my 
heart." 

The face of his mother rose before him. From 
out of despair there came a rush of mad, wild im- 
pulse that made his heart leap for the moment 
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with a gleam of hope, only to sink again. But 
youth lifted the burden and reacted with this glim- 
mer of hope — he would try the ruse that had flash- 
ed across his mind, let the result be what it would. 
If done, there must be no hesitancy, and at once. 

He softly approached the guard on. duty, who 
was rigorously keeping the watch. 

*'Comrade," he whispered, "I must speak with 
your 

"D Frenchman! you've got nothing to 

say, get away!" The man paid no further heed 
and continued his beat. 

*'For God's sake, hear me," pleaded Louis, fol- 
lowing the man. 

Quickly there flashed through his mind a 
thought, and that thought the power of gold. He 
shoved his hand into the bosom of his shirt, drew 
out a small purse, and held it close to the face of 
the guard. 

"Well?" answered the man, attracted by this 
movement. 

"The body of a man will be thrown into the sea 
before dawn," whispered Louis; "pass me off for 
that dead man. At that moment I too will plunge 
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into the water. I am desperate. Aid me to escape 
and this is yours." 

Was it the look of desperation in the young 
man's face, or was it the glitter of the coin that 
moved the heart of the guard? Most probably the 
magic effect of gold; perhaps the necessity of a 
needful family on some distant British isle, that 
won the hour for the bribe. A loud splash into the 
waters of the lagoon in the lingering dark hours 
of the night-^there was one more prisoner or less, 
and the name of Louis La Haye was registered on 
the list of the dead in the books of the prison ships 
of Jamaica. 

Before daylight Louis had cleared the mangrove 
swamp that bordered the shore and stood amidst 
a clump of low thick palms. He looked from side 
to side; not twenty yards away was a low cabin, 
.through the open door of which there streamed a 
light. He crept stealthily towards it and stood at 
the threshold, to the consternation and alarm of 
a woman of color. Seeing the terror that his pres- 
ence inspired, he unhesitatingly asked to quiet her 
fears : 

"Give me some water to wash with at once. Can 
you hide me here?" 
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The woman shrunk back from him, for she was 
alone in the cabin. 

'1 cannot!" she cried out; "they will kill me if 
they find you here ! Go away !" 

Too late to turn back; it would be death to do 
so; the battle must be fought to win the victory. 

He took a ring from out of his pocket, a keep- 
sake of his mother's, and held it in his hand to the 
woman's sight. The trinket caught her eye; she 
looked at the jewel covetously; the bauble told 
upon her feminine nature. 

"Here, wait a moment,'' she said, and brought 
from the corner of the room a small tub, which she 
filled with water. "Now wash, then make oflf as 
fast as you can !" 

The fresh water cooled his burning face and 
hands. Pressing the ring to his lips, he handed it 
to the woman, whose fears for her own safety made 
her anxious for his departure. 

Regaining the thickness of the shrubbery along 
the bank, he lay concealed, until the mists covering 
the Blue mountains rising above Kingstown dis- 
solved slowly in the early hours of the mom. A 
rosy blush api>eared in the heavens that was 
reflected ui>on the rippling surface of the lagoon. 
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From his hiding place Louis could sweep with 
his eye the shipping in the harbor. A bark at- 
tracted his attention. There was bustle aboard of 
her; she was evidently awaiting the morn to weigh 
anchor. Could he only reach her! A sound of 
approaching footsteps made him crouch lower in 
his place of concealment. Had his escape been 
discovered? Were they in pursuit of him? He 
clasped his hands over his breast to still the wild 
beatings of his heart 

What relief ! The figures of two seamen almost 
brushed the place where he was hidden. One ap- 
peared to be the superior of the other. 

Had hie heard aright? Yes, thank God! They 
were American seamen of the bark that would 
weigh anchor that morning; and one of them was 
her captain. 

As they stepped on the beach the sailor gave a 
sharp whistle. Answering to the call a small craft 
put out from the bark; the water parted with the 
strokes of the oarsmen, and a moment more the 
keel of the skiff had grazed the beach. Not a sec- 
ond to be lost, or again the darkness of despair! 
Louis sprang forward. Ere the boat had left the 
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shore he had told his story and begged the protec- 
tion of the American captain. 

"I'll be darned, if the Britisher gets you!" ex- 
claimed the generous-hearted Yankee. **This 
scores one for the American Republic." 

The bark set sail, passed out of the quiet waters 
of the lagoon into the rougher swells of the Car- 
ibbean Sea, and the coral reefs of Port Royal drift- 
ed into the distance. Not until the Island of 
Jamaica had become a speck upon the horizon did 
Louis emerge from beneath the large piece of can- 
vas upon the deck that had covered and concealed 
him from possible pursuit and discovery. 

The bark was bound to a northern port of the 
United States from Rio de Janeiro. As he touched 
the American shore, over which floated the Stars 
and Strii>es, the heart of Louis La Haye was 
lifted to God in gratitude for his escapee from the 
fate that had threatened to overwhelm him with the 
blackness of despair. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

CONCLUSION. 

The scenes have shifted from the islands of the 
Caribbean Sea; the curtain rises upon the quaint 
slate-roofed houses of an old Southern dty, its 
shores swept by the winds from the Gulf Stream. 
New Orleans, settled by the French, gave refug-e to 
the political exile and refugee from France and her 
colonies. 

The month of June was near its close. The 
sweet fragrance of the honeysuckle vine climbing 
the side of the house stole in through the windows 
of a room of one of those quaint old homes, at the 
side of which was drawn a chintz-covered arm- 
chair. In it, propped with cushions, sat Philippe 
La Haye, whose stmken cheeks and emaciated 
figure scarce recalled the once proud, genial mas- 
ter of La Retraite. 

At his feet knelt his youngest daughter, Dudu, 
now a little girl of ten years, her hand clasped 
within that of her father, a smile upon her lips as 
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she leaned her curly head against his knee, while 
in the centre of the room at the side of a table 
Madame La Haye and Mademoiselle Lenaire were 
seated, busy with their needlework; the mother 
had lain down the piece of linen that she was em- 
broidering, and watched with silent interest her 
son and his cousin conversing in low tones at the 
opposite side of the room. 

Two days previous there had been a scene of joy- 
ous reunion of the family household — ^the stray 
sheep had been gathered again into the fold; a flood 
of happiness which lifted the gloom from the ma- 
ternal heart and soothed the passing away of one 
whose hours were numbered. The dry cough of 
the invalid brought Mademoiselle Lenaire to his 
side. He thanked her for the soothing draught 
which she had prepared for him, as he whispered 
softly : 

"Have I acted wisely, Louise? Should I not 
have left the choice to Lolo's own heart? Yet to 
me it brings ease of mind to know that" — his voice 
trembled — "when I shall be no more Louis will 
be her protector !" 

Mademoiselle Lenaire was visibly affected by the 
words of her brother-in-law. She adjusted the 
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cushions at his head, while the calmness of her 
voice controlled the inward emotions of her soul 
as she answered him : 

"You have acted wisely, Philippe; Lolo could 
have no better guardian of her happiness. But be 
careful how you speak, Dudu is listening," for the 
little girl's face was crossed by an expression of 
thought far beyond her years. 

As Louise Lenaire took the seat beside Eugenie 
La Haye the latter spoke to her in a low voice: 

"Thank God that my hope is fulfilled at last, — 
and of my poor Francois !" 

Silence fell upon both, each overcome with her 
own thoughts, for memory had stirred the depth 
of misery of that to which speech could frame no 
words — a buried past that would live forever in 
their hearts. 

While they were the subject of the elder women's 
thoughts the two young people were busy with 
their own, in which the present and the future was 
to sway their lives. 

"Poor Louis, you have worked in a card factory 
like a bourgeois!" Lolo sighed as she spoke the 
words. She had been listening intently to the his- 
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tory of Louis' adventurous escape, and the joy of 
reunion was still ringing in her heart. 

**Say fortunate Louis," he answered. "Had 
it not been for my daily earnings in the factory, 
which I so carefully saved — for remember that I 
was a stranger in a strange land — I should never 
have been able to have sought the balmy skies of 
this city and never entered the shop of the silver- 
smith, by whose kindness I was united to my loved 
ones. Lolo" — he held her hand tighter within his 
clasp — "tell me, ere it is too late, that there is noth- 
ing that can make you hesitate to fulfil the request 
of your dying father — that — ^you — ^will — marry 
me. 

Tears suffused the dark eyes of his cousin as she 
raised them to his with the truthfulness of her 
nature. She saw in his the devoted love of Louis, 
which through the terrible ordeal of their young 
lives, even from their early childhood, had always 
been her own. Though her voice was filled with 
pain, she calmly said : 

"If you are willing to take me, Louis, with the 
anguish of the post, — I — am — ^yours." 

"Let it bury its dead;" he kissed her upon the 
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brow. "My trust shall never fail you. Ah ! m my 
great happiness I have forgotten our old friends, 
the Dinaud family. We have news of them 
through the mayor of this city. 

He drew from the breastpocket of his coat a let- 
ter, which he opened and read : 

"Dear Friend Louis: 

"Through a friend who has been to New Or- 
leans we have learned news of your family. We 
were amongs the fortunate ones who with our uncle 
and aunt escaped from Le Cap in safety, and made 
Cuba our home. Alexine and Gustave have been 
married four years. Adele seems averse to marry- 
ing, for she has declined several offers of matri- 
mony. Our little boy has grown to quite a smart 
fellow. With love and kisses for each of our loved 
friends, and with the hope of having direct news 
from yourself. 

"Faithfully yours, 

"Josephine Dinaud. 
"In haste. 
"Give us news of your family. J. D." 
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In the fulfilment of his own dream of happiness, 
how was Louis La Haye to know that it was loyal 
love for himself which made Adele Dinaud decline 
all overture of a matrimonial alliance. She was 
a woman to whom if there came a sigh for "the 
might have been," the smile upon her lips would 
never reveal the heartache beneath. 

A last evening. 

The sun had sunk to rest in the western sky, his 
dying rays filling the heavens with crimson hue of 
gorgeous beauty. Around the deathbed of Phil- 
ippe La Haye the silent watchers were gathered, 
watching with hearts bursting with grief the pass- 
ing away of their loved one. 

Lefevre stood beside them, the man who had 
more than repaid the debt of gratitude to his em- 
ployer — ^faithful unto the end. 

Apart from the family the loyal blacks were 
grouped. Cesar with bowed head, the women 
wiping the tears from their eyes, which they could 
scarce restrain, as the human life ebbed and drifted 
into the ocean of Eternity. 

"Draw aside the curtain, Lolo," faintly mur- 
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mured the dying man. "Let in the light Come 
near, my little one." 

Dudu*s curly head nestled closer to her father^s 
pillow, stifling the grief that was breaking her 
young heart. 

"It is getting dark again. More light — there — 
it is^" 

The strain of mournful expectation falls upon the 
watchers while the past slowly unfolds itself to the 
vision of Philippe's soul. 

Above the level of the sea rise the mountains of 
his beloved isle; the evergreen of the coffee plant 
oscillates with the breeze sweeping their lofty sum- 
mits, rustling the tops of the palms and gently 
swaying the slender ferns. 

Beneath the wide-spreading tropical foliage a 
familiar form beckons onward; he stretches forth 
his hand to clasp that of the other. 

"Frangois !" — his head sinks back upon the pil- 
low, his eyes stare into the vista of the Hereafter. 
A low cry of anguish from the lips of Lolo and the 
weeping watchers know that the souls of the 
brothers have met. 

The ticking of the clock upon the wall told of the 
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hours that were numbered; the last grain of the 
sands of Time had passed into the immeasurable- 
ness of Eternity, and the master of La Retraite had 
become the tradition of the dethroned Queen of 
the Antilles^ whose once brightness and prosperity 
stamps itself upon the page of History. 
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